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StyLE No. 673 — MOOD 
MAGIC — Rayon taffeta that 
can be all things to any 
woman and her particular 
man. Fabulous floating panel 
fits this way and that, stays 
put with a star-bright rhine- : SrvLe No. 712 
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gabardine. Two-tone two- Jj plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 
some. A fabulously full top- | 
per with a convertible collar 
you can wear open or closed. \ 
In brown topper and beige \ 
dress, navy and blue, black \ 
and grey. 
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scalp for finishing short 
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Imported Electric Straight- 
ening Comb Fast even heat 
. . . plugs in and is ready 
to use in a jiffy. Highly 

lished brass this combs 
eeth are rounded and 
evenly spaced for efficient 
work without breaking hair. 
AC or DC current. 
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German Loose Joint Marcel 
tron. Never tires the hand 
because it doesn’t need the 
steady pressure of a fixed 
join iron. Blue steel finish. 
Holds better . . . lasts 
longer. Produces a_ soft 
natural looking wave. 
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with this New Automatic 2-in-1 


DATE& AMOUNT BANK 


25¢ a day Keeps Calendar Up-to-date 
Also Totals Amount Saved! 


How would you like to save almost 
$100.00 a year in quarters without ever 
missing them? Would you like to have 
money for Christmas or birthday gifts, 
appliances,clothes, vacations, children’s 
education, or just for a rainy day? Most 
people never get around to saving, but 
now, with the new miracle Banclok Date 
and Amount Bank, it’s fun to save a 
quarter every day—and 








how it mounts up! Reg. $3.50 
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perpetual calendar, too. Every time you 98 
yt in @ quarter the automatic calendor 
changes the dote. What's more, Banciok PPO. 
also totals the amount you save. Can Personalize 
be used yeor after yeor. Start saving with initials 
soon as you get it. Guaranteed SSepe tower 








mechanism ond key. Order 2 Bancloks 

und sove DOUBLE. Order now direct from maker. 
mesnese Mail Order To-day me uaw we 
LEECRAFT—Dept. TN 

300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 

Rush me...... Banclok Date and Amount Banks 
for 10-day trial. I'll pay postman $1.98 each plus 
C.O.D. postage (Money-Back Guarantee). 


PE IR 50 divas ekcssa (25¢ per letter) 
SHI pn: on 'ga-eidi ore om ta a oh eo ocere orseaias 
FNS 6-00 6:0 sa hee ehbeteteledoxas en eawe Se 

t a 


SAVE. C. 0. D. ond. POSTAGE CHARGES 
Check here if enclosing full payment with this 
ovpon. Then we pay all shipping charges for 
you. (Same 10-day trial and Money-back Guar.) 


VOL. V, NO. 1 
NOVEMBER, 1954 








WILLIAM I. GIBSON 
Managing Editor 


FREDA DE KNIGHT 


Home Service Director 


WILLIE E. MILES 
Agency Manager 


BEN BURNS 


Executive Editor 


JOHN H. JOHNSON 
Editor and Publisher 


FITZHUGH D. DINKINS 
Art Editor 


SYLVESTRE C. WATKINS 
Circulation Director 


ADVERTISING MANAGERS 
WILLIAM P. GRAYSON LE ROY JEFFRIES 


Eastern Midwest 


FRANKLIN A. AJAYE 


Western 


FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
NE NS Es 5s ods os sdcscs c0syeeseeeeneeeseeeeeree eee 16 


Furious when he discovered that their baby wasn’t Elaine’s first, Ralph was 
ready to end their marriage but an accident upset his plans. 


EE ON TU on sir wt cise nssss seetideinmnannesenase sere 19 
Wronged by one man, Sue Ellen believed that she was getting even by taking 
Larry from her sister, only to learn too late that all men are not alike. 


Bee Bie Ge A Pathak. ..« . « «5 0 ncn ne cence ccnssseevcsescsenees 26 


Warned by her doctor that after two years she could not bear a child, Lucille 
was frantic when her fiance was killed, then had a daring scheme. 


SEPP eeT eT TT eTeeT Terr TTT ee ee 32 


Danny married Diane because he believed that he was the father of her unborn 
child, but the love she thought marriage would bring turned to hate. 


EE A IS WN oko sikic ca occ ceed one edinbbesesesessses 34 
Penny had been warned to make Jimmy pass up the big bout because he wasn’t 
in condition but her greed almost cost her the thing that counted most. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
ict Gat wie. Wieat Orit OF Lev << <..éic5s.<:ds veericidorseenaw ee carees 10 


Accustomed during courtship to check Gilbert’s amorous advances, Elsie 
couldn’t understand why she couldn’t do the same thing after marriage. 


My Mixed Marriage Failed...............--.++++0+0: By Sheila Guyse 22 


Although her marriage to white dancer Kenny Davis ended on the rocks, glam- 
orous Sheila says breakup was not due to race but to temperament. 


Is There A Mam For Me? ...........-sceceees By Betty Lou Williams 28 
Four-legged girl says physical deformity has in no way affected feminine in- 
stincts, looks forward to a husband and family. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 


ois ok seesendeecccsegsFeeeeeeseseeeneeeeees 37 
ee i EE SON Bo. 5 cei ever c ce eseccsestesnedeesione sence 38 
Make Your Eyes Impressive... ..........-eecceccceccecscessssceccsees 40 
ns 6 avid aus as dyna ee eeebeeee Ne ieense sets 42 
eters Tirete WONttes, TOO. as occ vvivie vices swsisevesses covees’s 44 
gS APPPCCETETTTI IE TTT te ee 46 


Cover Photo of Sheila Guyse by G. Marshall Wilson 


TAN monthly by Johnson Pebiiening Co., 1820 South Michigns. Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. New York 


is published Inc. 
offices at 55 West 42nd Street. Los A’ hg at 1127 Wilshire Boulev: En’ at Post Office 
at Chicago, Ill., under the Act of = ire contents copyright es Johnson Publishing Co., ae , Repro- 
y se! 





duction in whole or part 
and 


return postage. 
iness firms in ali stories are not actual and all names 
of models who are not actually involved in any of the stories. SUBSCRIPTIO! = years 
$5. Canada and Pan-American countries $4 a year. Other foreign countries $5 8 year. Single cop’ 25 cents 


nee without Raa A ng ‘All T manuscripts mes 
no for lore oe unsolicited man 
of people, ‘— 5 of 1 














—_ 


as 
st 


ot 


en 
thi 
we 
Sh 
col 
me 


De 
] 

an 
bra 
his 
he | 
as | 
awe 
boy 
pert 
B 
som 
emo 
on tl 
sure 
arou 
light 
in c 
watc 


Dear 
I 
prob 
mont 
frien 





10 








DEARLY 


ARN LH 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
| tee MRS. JACKSON: My boy 


friend and I went around together 
for two years before we became engaged. 
I saw him three or four times a week 
before he asked me to marry him, but 
as soon as he gave me the ring, he 
stopped calling on me. 

There are rumors that he is seeing 
other girls. I love him very much but I 
wonder whether he can possibly love me 
enough for marriage. If he can treat me 
this way now, what can I expect after 
we are marired? He is 19 and I am 17. 
Should I just sit and wait for him to 
come back or should I break the engage- 
ment? 

Cynthia T. 
Dear Cynthia T.: 

It appears that your fiance looks upon 
an engagement ring as some sort of 
branding iron with which he can mark 
his “property” and then ignore it until 
he is ready to claim it. If he loved you 
as he should, he certainly could not stay 
away from you. Tell your fickle lover 
boy that an engagement ring is no license 
permitting him to ignore you. 

Break off with him until he shows 
some positive sign of having matured 
emotionally and is really ready to take 
on the responsibilities of marriage. I am 
sure that there are other young men 
around who don’t take marriage so 
lightly and once they know that you are | 
in circulation, your friend had better 
watch out! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I am a 16-year-old girl with a big 
problem and I need some advice. A few 

















months ago while I was visiting some | 
friends, I met a boy named Bill | 


BEBOP* Glasses make you really differ- 
ent, highlight your personality and 
make you more attractive. The fine qual- 
ity lenses—in clear white or green tint — 
have no power and are restful to wear. 


No. 616 

GEORGIA PEACH feminine and sweetly $ 95 
alluring, these semi-rimiess glasses have 24 K. 3 
Gold plated brow and ear pieces. Mother of Pear! 

tips distinguish the ear pieces and make for comfortable 
wear. Perfect for every occasion 

Clear, Green or Rose Tinted lenses. 





LEATHERETTE CASE 
FREE with every pair of glasses 
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Catchers! Smart Demi- eis 

Amber Brown or Black ——a, a ~~ 

frames with Gold ca — Ss 
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Fe , - 
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$395 = only ee 
ith real 
No. 3 FILLED trim, Black $g95 
DAISY or Shell frames. 
DREAM 


Same Style as above for MEN 


Me. 519 DUKE 
ype jewels , Ne. 219 DUKE DELUXE (coun Fite) $895 
twinkle in the delicate Mother-of- 

Pear! Daisies that ornament this 
beauty. wonderful frame for 
“‘come-hither"’ eyes. Your choice of 
Brown or Biack frames. A ‘“‘must” 
for special occasions. 






































Ne. 284 HE-MAN 
Women love this new 
look. Distinguished 
straight top in Tortoise 
Shell, Black or Brown 
genuine optical zyi 
frame. Special wire- 
core temple permits 


instant ad- $495 








justment for 
perfect fit. 














No. 322 
YOUNG 
EXECUTIVE 
| latest fashion men's 
| glasses make you 


more handsome, more 
attractive to the girls. 


glasses for all your 
friends . they'll 
love you for it. Brown 
Shell or Black frames. 
*REG. U.S $395 
PAT. OFF. 
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No. 106 GLAMOUR BOP-TOP | Lens Color Frame Color : | 
Saucy eyes dance demurely behind 

glasses of smart simplicity. Choose Blue | Name . J | 
or Pink Pearl frames for your feminine 

moments — Brown Shelli or Black for your | Address : 7 aed | 

Career Girl days. $395 : 

I city... | 
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| work in a steel mill where acids 
und grease get on my hands mak- 
ing them red and sore. I used 
Black and White Ointment for re- 
lief and was surprised how fast it 
eased the itching, burning and 
soreness. Can’t say too much for 
your grand ointment. I won’t be 
without it for fast relief.” 
Marshall Leverett, Detroit, Mich. 


GET FAST RELIEF TODAY 


Eases sting of eczema, simple 
ringworm; eases itch of acne, 
acts as antiseptic dressing to 
help prevent spread of infection. 
3 money-saving sizes: 25¢, 60¢, 
85¢. To cleanse skin, use mild, 
pure Black and White Skin Soap. 
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ow Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 


1/o TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY and ODORLESS 


3. Gives 1% times more security! 
Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
is 114 times more effective than any other 
leading deodorant tested. 

4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 


5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Safe for normal skin. 


Miore men and women 
use ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 


Don’t be HALF-SAFE. 
Use ARRID to be sure! 


Rub It In—Rub Odor Out... 
Rub It In—Rub Perspiration Out 


USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
ubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 
ream deodorant, now contains magic new 
/ERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 
A Asrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 
-_ for this exclusive 5-way protection: 
. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, with the super-effective 
antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. 


2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
tantly, surely, on contact. 





0 








and we got along-fine. The more I talked 
to him the more I got to like him. When 
he took me home he kissed me goodnight. 
That was the first time that I ever let a boy 
kiss me on a first date. The next day a 
couple of his friends told me that he liked 
me a lot. 

When I returned home, I wrote him a 
letter because I didn’t want him to get the 
wrong impression of me for letting him 
kiss me that first night. I know now that I 
stuck my neck out by writing that letter 
because he never answered it. I have tried 
my best to forget him but I can not. Was 
my mistake in letting him kiss me or was 
it in writing the letter? I would like for 
things to be just as they were before I first 
met him. How can I make this possible? 

Barbara 


Dear Barbara: 

The first thing you must realize is that 
you can never undo things that have al- 
ready been done. Letting the boy kiss you 
on your first date with him wasn’t neces- 
sarily a grave mistake if, while on the date, 
you conducted yourself in a respectable 
manner. Your mistake was in writing the 
letter after you arrived home. 

It is always best to let the boy make 
the first move, no matter how well you 
might think you understand the situation. 
Then if no move is made you can rest as- 
sured that he is not interested in furthering 
the friendship or making it a permanent 
one. Don’t worry too much about the kiss 
or the letter. There will always be other 
boys and you have learned a lesson that 
should stand you in good stead. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

My husband isn’t true to me yet he wants 
me to be true to him and won’t allow me 
out of his sight unless he or his mother 
goes with me. My life is not my own, es- 
pecially with my husband and my mother- 
in-law spying on me at every turn. I’m a 
nervous wreck for fear she will invent 
stories about my actions and bring them 
home to him. I’ve tried every way I know 
to dodge them but it seems as if I haven’t 
a moment to myself. What shall I do since 
I don’t want to divorce my husband? 

Mrs. Evans 


Dear Mrs. Evans: 

Two wrongs won’t make a right yet it 
is terribly unfair of your husband and his 
mother not to allow you to move about 
freely. Try going about your affairs and 
acting as if you are completely unware of 
this “watch” on your movements. Don’t say 
anything to them even if you know that 
they are still spying. 

Choose a bright sunny day and leave the 
house early and visit every friend you 
know. Take in a movie, go downtown shop- 
ping, visit the zoo or museum. I'll bet 
that at the end of the day your mother-in 
law will be too exhausted to invent tales 
and too tired to follow you around again. 
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Letters To The Editor 


NADINE COLE 


I just finished reading the September issue 
of TAN, and enjoyed it very much, especially 
the article by Nadine Cole. I don’t usually 
purchase TAN, but this cover and article 
caught my eye. As I’m a great admirer of 
Nat Cole, any article concerning him, I like to 
read. 

Miss Irene Moore 
Nashville, Tenn. 


I just finished reading the September issue 
of TAN. I liked “I Made Him Marry Me.” 
It held my interest right through to the 
end. I also went for “King Cole’s Forgotten 
Love.” 

Margaret Brandenburg 
El Cerrito, Calif. 


‘HIT-AND-RUN LOVER’ 


I have been reading TAN for two years now 
and haven’t missed a single issue. I have been 
serving with the 82nd Airborne paratroopers 
for 12 months. In the August issue, | found 
the story “Hit-And-Run Lover” a very under- 
standing account about people who have faults 
during life because of their childhood, but 
sooner or later learn that there are other peo- 
ple in the world besides themselves. 

Pfc. William A. Presco 
Fort Bragg, N. C. 


EUROPE’S WOMEN 


Congratulations on your very interesting 
article “What Europe’s Women Think of Negro 
Men.” I think that it was one of the most 
factual articles published of its kind. Being 
stationed here in England for twenty-eight 
months, I have had the splendid opportunity 
of socializing with some intelligent people who 






NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by decters 
Trusted by wemen 


tend to possess an international and optimistic 
outlook on life. 

Your article presents readers with the 
knowledge that the Negro in Europe is not 
judged by the pigmentation of his skin as 
some infuriated, prejudiced and ignorant fel- 
low Americans tend to stress. Despite all 
sources of misleading propaganda about the 
Negro, it is becoming acknowledged in the 
minds of Europeans that God did not restrict 
any of the wonderful qualities found in man 
to any particular race. 

Sgt. D.L.G. 


Fairford AFB, England 


Regarding “What Europe’s Women Think 
Of Negro Men,” in our experiences in Europe 
and the Far East, we saw very little of any in- 
terracial relationships. We believe your sources 
of information were taken from the minority 
of women who have a neurotic need for affec- 
tions. It is our opinion that the huge majority 
of European women prefer affections from 
members of their own race. 

William B. Bradford 
Robert W. West 
San Antonio, Texas 


Congratulations for having the audacity to 
print “What Europe’s Women Think of Negro 
Men” by Allan Morrison because it is true 
that American white women are narrow 
minded to an unhealthy extent about color, as 
a rule. 

However, with time there is coming a slow 
improvement. This article was the most com- 
prehensive written on the subject. Please keep 
up the excellent work. 

Enthusiastic Subscriber 
Detroit, Michigan 


I think TAN is tops. The story about Rose- 
bud Thompson is tops and the story about “I 


Bought My Husband” is terrific. I liked all 
the stories but “What Europe’s Women Think 
Of Negro Men.” Since most of your readers 
are Negro women, why don’t you print what 
the men think of women? Since I am a woman, 
I think we women are getting pushed too far 
in the background. We need a little en- 
couragement. 

Helen Garner 


Southfallsburg, N. Y. 


‘MY TERRIBLE SIN’ 


I gained a lot from reading the story, “My 
Terrible Sin.” I am a new reader of TAN and 
shall continue to be a reader, because this 
story had me in suspense for a while. I per- 
sonally extend tribute to the three people in- 
volved. Such intelligence would prevent divorce 
in many homes. 

Cleveland Hanson 
Colon, Panama 


‘I BOUGHT MY HUSBAND’ 


I am an ardent fan of TAN and have found 
it to be the best among the many magazines 
I have read. But in the July issue there was 
a story which was disgusting and downright 
indecent, namely—“I Bought My Husband.” 
In my opinion, a girl should never propose. 
She will only be forcing herself upon a man 
who in turn does not care very much about 


er. 
If Louise had only looked back into the 
past, she would have found that Jimmy had 
very little interest in store for her. I am sure 
if he was interested in marriage, he would 
have mentioned it to her. I say to Louise, 
“Let come what may” for she has bought trou- 
ble along with her husband. 
Bernice Manning 
Sumter, S. C. 
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1. Antiseptic (Protection from germs) 

Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Noriorms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no ‘“‘medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 


3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. 
They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist 
has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


ust mail this coupon to: Dept. T 411 
Notwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
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DULL, DARK SKIN 
Weed Not light Your life! 








Be envied by your friends, ad- 
mired by men, be the most 
popular girl in your set! Start 
using famous Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed 
and watch your dull, dark, 
drab skin begin to look softer, 
smoother, and take on new 
lighter, brighter beauty. Its 
bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Mod- 
ern science knows of no faster 
method of lightening skin. 
Start using it today. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
; Sst, 6oe. 
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2. Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives | 
~ custom- made fit. Does away with | 
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and discomforts. Super pre shrun 
}] Sizes 34-52 Cups B, C, D $2.98. 
a FREE 10-DAY TRIAL orren! | 
! The S. J. Wegman Co., Dept. N-7 
} 836 Broadway, New York 3, N.Y. 


send my ‘‘NU-YUTH” Bra by return moil. If I 
m not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 
Jays for full purchase price refund. 
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| enclose $2.98. You pay heel 
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BY SARA LOU HARRIS 


ipsa DID MY husband propose? 

Well, now that you mention it—he 
didn’t! No, mine wasn’t the orthodox 
“Darling, I love you, will you be my 
wife?” or the tired “two can live as 
cheaply as one” routine. Mine was— 
well, I'll start at the beginning. 

I met Buddy at Peg Leg Bates’ birth- 
day party in 1946. Actually, I had for 
a long time been a fan of Buddy 
Bowser, the performer, not knowing too 
much about Buddy Bowser, the man. 
At the time, he was a member of the 
comedy team of Howell and Bowser. | 
had a lot of respect for them because 
they presented Negro comedy with 
dignity. 

I could watch them in a downtown 
theatre or club with pride because | 
appreciated what they were trying to do. 
Well, when I met B. B., the man, he 
impressed me as being a gentleman— 
a little “playboyish,” perhaps, but a 
_ gentleman. 

We found ourselves in each other’s 
way often that night at Peg Leg Bates’ 
and found that we had many things in 
common. We shared the same taste in 
many things, such as music—good 
movies—sports. Our first date was for 


the following Saturday. We were to 
see a football game... Army vs. 
Somebody. I can’t remember now be- 
cause the game was rained out and 
we went to the movies instead. 

[ was working at the Zanzibar on 
Broadway at the time. Buddy started 
picking up my sister, Rhina, and me 
after the show and taking us home. The 
three of us had lots of fun. He laughed 
at our silly little jokes and this im- 
pressed us greatly. 

During the months that followed, | 
found Buddy to be not altogether the 
“happy-go-lucky” — carefree “every- 
body’s boy”—but also a warm, deep 
thinking wonderful man with a fine 
sense of values. It was then that | 
started practice-writing “Mrs. Buddy 
Bowser” all over everything. At this 
time—I don’t think Buddy was aware of 
the fact that I was setting my cap for 
him. As a matter of fact, he was so 
unaware of it that we didn’t get married 
until 1949, 

Then it came one day after the third 
show at the Paramount Theatre in New 
York. Buddy and Bert Howell were 
appearing there with Duke Ellington. 
He just sort of (Continued on Page 80) 
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WHY SOME PEOPLE HAVE 
LONG, NATURALLY 
ATTRACTIVE HAIR 


Smooth, Soft, Growing 
out Rich and Healthy 


—AND OTHERS DONT “% 


There is One Big Reason: 
it depends on the Nature and 
Condition of the SCALP 


If your hair is growing just the way you want it 


~—long, smooth and full of life and natural beauty 


—thank your lucky scalp! Yes, it is a fact that the 
length and quality of your hair are decided right 
there in that scalp you were born with. 


That is why you should think about the condi- 
tion of your scalp when you are hoping for better 
looking hair. Also, it is why you should know 
about Sulfur-8. Because this famous conditioner 
works two ways—on the scalp as well as the hair. 


THE POWER OF SULFUR-8 


A Great Secret Formula with the 
New Scientific ‘‘Super-Sulfur” 


Like a doctor’s prescription for the hair and 
scalp, Sulfur-8 is a combination of medically rec- 
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something wonderfy| happens 


when Sulfur-8 goes to work to help hair and scalp 


What a thrill it is to get ad- 
miring glances and compli- 
ments about the beauty of 
your hair! Yes, you really are 
at your best when you know 
that your hair is a glorious 
crown to your charm — luxuri- 
ously soft and smooth and 
— long. 
ut just wishing won’ 
your hair look right if rng 
conditions are wrong. That is 
why you must watch out for 
the warning signs and do 
something about them while 
you can. Remember, Sulfur-g 
can’t give you a new scalp or 
promise to make your hair 
grow or be longer and health- 
ler than your scalp will allow 
But when used in time, it usu- 
ally works wonders on man 
hair and Scalp troubles. r 
So, watch for those warn- 


ing signs! Maybe yo 
itches or feels “tight” i 
unnatural dryness... or your 
— Seems to be dull and dead 
ooking... or your brittle-dry 
hair is breaking off too short 
— looks shorter and rougher 
oe of those frizzy split 
Start using Sulfur-8 rj 
away! When you rub Bere 
your scalp thoroughly as di- 
rected, notice how that vital- 
1zIng massage action makes 
your scalp feel more alive and 
healthy, and how your hair be- 
gins to look longer, thicker 
and Invitingly soft. See how 
soon those ugly dandruff flakes 
Seem to disappear, and your 
hair Seems to glow with new 
richness and lustre. 
What a difference 
Sulfur-8 makes! 





ognized elements, featuring Solu- 
ble Polysulfides, a sensational new 
form of medical sulfur. 


Experts know the importance of 
sulfur in connection with the hair. 
In fact, reports reveal that every 
growing hair, if it is normal and 
healthy, contains a goodly amount 
of sulfur. Specialists, all over the 
world, have recognized the value 
of sulfur for many scalp condi- 
tions, and they know just what 
this important “medicine” can do. 


A new scientific improvement has 
now brought out the very strength 





Hair and Scalp 


as 
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DOUBLE 
ACTION 


The Famous Sulfur-8 
Conditioning Treatment 
Works Two Ways 


1. BENEFITS 
while it 


2. BEAUTIFIES 


Py, NEW... 
tS | IMPROVED 
a PLEASANT 
FRAGRANCE 








of sulfur in that marvelous new 
torm featured in Sulfur-8. ONLY 
Sulfur-8 gives you that sensa- 
tional special formula. 


Also Use 





SULFUR-8 


HAIR and SCALP CONDITIONER 
AT THE DRUG STORE 








GLOSS-8 Pressing Oil 
SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO 


Or Order by Mail if store is out of stock. Just send 
$1.32 ($1.10 + tax) to Dept. T44, Household Prod- 
ucts, Inc., Stamford, Conn. 
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HOW TO GET THE 
MOST OUT OF LOVE 


wet 
Pn 


I felt his arms draw tighter 
around me and my arms 
‘rept up around his neck 
8 f returned kiss for kiss. 






















Accustomed during courtship to check Gilbert’s advances 
when he became too amorous, Elsie couldn’t under- 
stand why she couldn’t do the same thing after marriage. 





Y FRIEND SANDRA stood with 

her hands on her hips and eyed me 
pityingly. I had dropped in for tea on 
this particular afternoon but after the 
usual chit-chat the conversation turned 
to the troubles that had been preying 
on my mind for several weeks. Before 
I realized it, I had practically bared my 
soul. Now I stopped, suddenly embar- 
rassed, and waited for her reaction to 
my tale of woe. 

“Elsie, honey,” she said, “no matter 
how you look at it, you’ve got trouble!” 

I merely nodded in agreement, feel- 
ing too miserable at that point to speak. 
I knew I had trouble; what I needed 
was help. The main difficulty, however, 
was the fact that I just couldn’t bring 
myself to discuss the intimate details 
of my married life with an outsider. 
Sandra, a tall, willowy girl with loads of 
glamour, was my closest friend and | 
suppose that’s why I finally opened up 
to her and confessed that my year-old 
marriage had turned out to be a big 
disappointment to me. 

Sandra and I were nothing alike; in 
contrast to her slim _ sophisticated 
beauty, I was small—the “cuddly type”, 
Gilbert always said—and although we 
were about the same age she appeared 
older and more mature than I. Certain- 
ly she was more experienced than | in 
the ways of the world— and of men. 
This was true, despite the one experi- 
ence I’d had that almost spoiled me for 
a normal marriage relationship. 

And as | sat in Sandra’s living room, 
watching the twilight shadows deepen, 
my thoughts went back to that time a 
little more than a year before when I 
discovered a side of Gilbert’s nature 
that frightened and repelled me. I was 
grateful to Sandra for silently busying 
herself with other things and leaving me 
to my reminiscing. 

I recalled the comfortable spring eve- 
ning that Gilbert and I sat on a park 
bench and exchanged vows of eternal 
love. His husky arms held me securely 
and | was happier in his embraces than 





I'd ever been before in my shy, lonely 
23 years. This, I told myself, was what 
I'd dreamed about from the very first 
time I met him, by chance, over snacks 
at the corner drug store. 

I don’t know what technique he used 
but he had won me completely. He was 
not a sharp dresser, though always neat. 
Truthfully, the reasons for my loving 
him did not really matter. I just loved 
him dearly. 

Gilbert was tall, tan, trim. He had the 
type of frank, open face that made peo- 
ple instinctively trust him. And that 
spring evening I wanted to hold nothing 
back from him; I was his completely. 
Gently, he drew me closer and his lips 
were warm and sweet on mine. A rising 
tide of turbulent flooded 
through me. 

“You’re nice,” he said robustly. 

“Oh, Gilbert, do you mean it? I 
couldn’t bear it if you were just handing 
me a line, I just couldn’t!” My lips 
trembled as I spoke and I searched his 
eyes with a kind of desperation. 

“Of course I mean it,” he assured 


emotions 


me. “Only—well, I just wish I could 
prove it to you somehow.” 

I smiled happily. “I know a way you 
could prove it.” 

“Please don’t bring that up again, 
darling,” he pleaded unhappily. “You 
know I’m in no position to marry you— 
or anyone else.” 

“But, darling—” 

“And it’s not fair of me to ask you to 
wait,” he continued. 

“Don’t talk like that, Gilbert!” I 
begged. 


as you want me to.” 


“I love you. I'll wait as long 


A smile chased away the frown on his 
face. “I love you more than anything 
else in the world,” I heard him say 
fervently. I'll work for you, save for 
you! I'll make you happy, no matter 
how long it takes. Just you wait—” 

From that time on, we seemed to 
draw even closer to each other. We 
went out as often as we could and 
although Gil- (Continued on Page 75) 













HOW T0 

MAKE 
CLABBER 
GIRLS 


UICK AND EASY 
describes this quick- 
mix Lazy Daisy Cake. 
The technique is sim- 

ple; results are sure and 
delightful, (texture is 
superb) which make it 
ideal for the busy home- 
maker who likes to hear 
compliments of family 
and friends on her home- 
made cakes. You'll find 
your cake a cake to be 
proud of, pleasing to the 
eye as well as a delight to 
the taste. And, when you 
bake your Lazy Daisy, 
you will have reason al- 
ways to remember how 
good your baking can be. 


ONE! 


LAZY DAISY CAKE 
Yield: Two—8 x 8 x 2 inch 
square layers 
2K cups sifted cake flour 
1 teaspoon salt 
1% cups sugar 
2% teaspoons Clabber 
Girl Baking Powder 

Ke uick-mix t 
aoe wail 
% cup milk 
1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
\% teaspoon almond extract 
3 eggs 





Sift together flour, salt, baking powder, and sugar. 
Add shortening, % cup milk, vanilla and almond 
extracts. Beat 2 minutes at medium speed in electric 
mixer, or 300 strokes by hand. Add \ cup milk and 
eggs. Beat 2 minutes at medium speed or strokes 
by hand. Turn into two greased and floured 8 x 8 x 2 
inch square pans. Bake at 350°F. (moderate oven) 
for 30 to 35 minutes. Cool in pans 10 minutes before 
removing from pan. Fill and frost with Seven Min- 
ute Frosting flavored with 1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
and \ ace oe almond extract. Garnish with 
toasted bia: almonds arranged as daisy petals, 
with chocolate bits as center of each flower. 


NOTE . . . Don't let yourself how good 


CLABBER GIRL 


IS NOW EXCLUSIVELY KNOWN AS 
THE BAKING POWDER WITH THE 
BALANCED DOUBLE ACTION 































All the world’s 


a stage... 


In your drama of life, you’re the star. How 
bright a star—how much applause you 
draw from people who mean so much to 
ou—dependsa lot on your complexion! 
Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
r toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
| see how it gives your skin that creamier, 
| brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
j nen look at you with new interest—and 
auses women to exclaim, ‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 
greaseless. Lightens 


“@ skin and lessens 
® shine. 75¢ and $1.25 





' FOR DRY SKIN 
| The original, famous 
| Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
i is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils. 75c and $1.10 


and you're the star, with your 
LOVELIER, LIGHTER COMPLEXION 


New Nadinola De Luxe 
is non-oily, 









she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! , 

















“IS COLOR MY me | 


joo 
. a 
PRALINE comPcetEe: 3190-0 
JOGED ART COURSES 
AND 80 OTHER 

(SWERED VALUABLE PRIZES 
his test and try for a thrilling prize. tlhe 
have profitable art talent. This exciting new 
may gain you a lifetime of happiness and 
arnings. Mail your entry at once. Our present 
s not eligible. Use colors of your choice, or 
t in black and grey with pencil. Color this 
ture, or copy and color it in larger size if 
prefer. Your drawing judged and answered. None 
ed. Winners notified. Send your tinted drawing 
h your name, address, age, and occupation. 


WALLER ART EXCHANGE 


6 N. Charles St. Studio 300 Saitimore 1, Maryland 
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SOOTHES- PROTECTS-RELIEVES 


BURNS - SCRAPES 
SCALDS - SIMPLE CUTS 
CHAFED SKIN 


World's Largest Seller at 10¢ 
Save More on 25¢ Size 


(EE 
JELLY 
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WIDE SHOES) 


C-D-E, Sizes 4 to 11 


6.95 “DAGMAR” 
Black, Navy or Brown Suede 


Money Back Guarantee 
Write For Free Catalog 
Styles SYD KUSHNER - Dept. T-3 
to EEE 133 South $t.. Phila. 47, Pa. 


























ON THE 
RECORDS 


By James Goodrich 
_— PRADO, goateed and suave 


king of mambo, has done right well 
in making the U.S. public aware of his 
Latin-styled music through personal ap- 
pearances during the last three years or 
so. But now he figures to do even better 
on recordings. 

Recording for Victor, the little Cuban- 
born maestro strikes an unusually attrac- 
tive pace on wax and is currently reach- 
ing by records countless Americans who 
have had no chance to hear in person 
the famed Prado rhythms from which a 
dance craze was born and got its name. 

Prado’s recordings for Victor com- 
prise mostly his mambo treatments of 
American standards. His latest, how- 
ever, is a departure from that general 
pattern, being an original 15-minute 
concert suite and his most ambitious 
work to date. The suite is essentially 
straight mambo with unusual vocal ef- 
fects based on native African chants. 

Scored along classical lines by Prado 
in collaboration with modern arranger 
Shorty Rogers, the concert stint em- 
braces four movements. It will be re- 
leased as an LP, two movements to each 
side. For Prado’s concert recording date, 
he augmented his regular interracial 
band from 14 to 20 members. Among the 
musician’s added were: Drummer Shelly 
Manne, trumpeters Maynard Ferguson 
and Pete Candoli, tenor saxist Bob 
Cooper and trombonist Milt Bernhart. 
All former Stan Kenton sidemen, they 
had no trouble fitting into the Prado 
unit. (Continued on Page 81) 
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By Margo Hughes 
— ROGERS, that clown prince of comedy, who 


has long been a favorite in the nation’s leading night 
clubs and theatres as a single attraction, is fronting his 
own band these days with a new style of hilarious clown- 
ing that will really “kill” you. Featured with the band 
are Big Nick Nicholas, playing terrific growl sax; 
guitarist-ballad singer Austin Powell, 
songs are still the greatest with / Miss You So which 
he waxed in 1940 with the Cats and The Fiddle combo: 
Buck (formerly Buck & Bubbles) Washington on piano, 
George Jones, drums and Dick Fulbright on bass, with 
Jacquie Starr handling the female vocal chores. While 
Timmie draws raves for his new Julius Caesar haircut 
(what a wardrobe), 


proving the old 


and constant “changing the scenery” 
Jacquie manages to keep the front row boys upset. For 
added madness, even the audience gets in the act, or so 
it seems, with hecklers hanging over the balcony, cuttin’ 
up in the aisles, dragging ringsiders to the stage, and 
keeping things in a general uproar. This sort of tom 
foolery is a natural for the clown prince and should 
really be IT. In fact, Timmie tells us confidentially he’s 
just signed a 20-year contract . . . with General Motors 


(bought a new car) . crazy! 


10} 10} ° 
And speaking of crazy . . . the craziest we’ve heard 
yet comes from a new singing group called The Larks. 
The group is made up of former members of the 
Golden Gate Quartet and the King of Odom Quartet, 
who finally tired of doing spirituals. Seems the leader, 
Orville Brooks, when he had to list references on an 
application could only think of three names, Shadrach, 
Meshach and Abednego. 


o 9O 9 


BOBBY WALKER, former guitar man with tenor sax 
ace Lynn Hope, figured to outdo the Moslem by form- 
ing his own band with every man wearing a turban and 
the leader decked out in Arabic robe with naked tootsies. 
Not to be outdone, however, Hope goes one further and 
plans to transport his combo about in as close as he 
can get to a flying carpet . ..a helicopter. Ginger 
Smock, talented West coast violinist, joined up with the 
Steve Gibson Red Caps and proceeded to create a mild 
heat wave along the East Coast . . . a real show stopper, 
she . . . the rave of the resort circuit. “Little 
Miss Sweet Strings” as Steve calls her, has cut out from 


But now, 


the group and plans to make it on her own as a single 


o oOo 9 
Vivacious swing pianist Dorothy Donegan was sensa- 
tional at the internationally-famous Copacabana hotel in 
Rio de Janiero. Management has already signed her for 
a return engagement in 1955. (Continued on Page 82) 





BLOUSES 
39¢ each 
5 for $1.69 


Asorted colors and styles 
in Silks, Crepes, Reyons 
Acetates 


QUILT PIECES 
3 Ibs. - $1.49 


Lerge bundle of beautiful 
new cotton prints, checks 
ER strives and solids. All good 
3 ‘MEO Cuttings 






















$1.89 each 
2 for $3.59 


All sizes with or without fer 
collars: These are in excel- 
lent condition. slight repens; 
weeded 







ren's Weer end other 
erticles 





ASSORTED in Silk, Wool, Cotton & 
Rayon. 
ALL SIZES in Good Condition. 


BUT NO LESS THAN 20 DRESSES 
AT THIS BARGAIN PRICE 


Ladies’ SKIRTS 


each 
3 for $1.79 
Full assortment of colon and 
styles, All Wool Pleids 
ee 


tee 


oe i. 
5 for $2.29 
Beautiful. well tailored slips 

thet really give you valve 
geet your money 


i oo pe “pane 


Lye ~~ | 
R. for $2.39 
jee! bergen: in fine woo! 
eer ee ae 
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99¢ pair 


Good quality 
Febrics, WILL GIVE 


GOOD WEAR 














FUL BARGANS 


160 Monroe Street 







come with order. You pey postman 
ege charges. NO ORDER ACCEPTED FOR LESS THAN $3.00 
A TRIAL ORDER WILL CONVINCE YOU OF OUR WONDER- 


RUSH YOUR ORDER TODAY! 
MAIL ORDER MART Depi. No. 1-4 


short and long sleeves 





With $5.00 Order or More - 1 Pair of Ladies’ 
Hose. MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED. $1.00 Deposit MUST 


balance plus CO.D. and post- 


New York 2. N.Y. 


Send me the following items, $1 deposit enclosed 





O Give Hose size - if Order is $5.00 or more. 
Name 





Address 





City 


State 





*No Order accepted 


without $1.00 deposit 


Canada & Foreign - Full Payment with Order. 


gl SHOES 
3 for $2.69 


MANY MONTHS OF 


leathen ond 
RUMMAGE 
20 Pieces 4 en" 
for $2.19 
“4 
Sue tent. eomsatnn Wi 99 
of Reyon Underwear Child- 
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; LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2L 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Y ES! I want to make money the Lucky Heart way. 
Rush full details and DISPLAY CASE offer FREE! } 
H 









>, COSMETICS © 


Lucky you ... your dream has come true! Now you can have all the money you 
need, for everything your heart desires. Yes—S$50 ... $150... $250... even . 
more ‘can easily be yours as the respected and welcomed Lucky Heart Representa- ie 
tive in your neighborhood. All you do is call on your friends and neighbors— : 
people you know and like—and take their orders for exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics. You’ll make extra money plus many Free Premiums this easy way! 


It’s Simple ... It’s Fun... |t’s Glamorous! 
Thousands of folks just like you are making big money as Lucky Heart Representa- 
tives. You can do it, too, in spare or fulltime. Famous, nationally advertised Lucky 
Heart Cosmetics, include Perfumes imported from FRANCE .. . Skin Creams... 
Hair Care Aids .. . Colognes ... Lotions . . . and other quality products that are 
needed and used every day, in every home, by everyone you know. Just 
show your friends these exclusive quality Cosmetics and you'll cash in on 
this exciting money-making opportunity. Act fast. Mail coupon below 
_ today for full facts and sensational DISPLAY CASE Offer! 


chy 


400 Mulberry St. 
Dept. 2L 
Memphis 2, Tenn. 










MAiL COUPON FOR FREE OFFER! 















TEEN 
TALK 


O YOU THINK you're having a 

tough time of it, eh? Well, I’ve got 
news for you teen-timers—you really 
don’t know how lucky you are. Sure, 
you have your troubles, your little ups 
and downs, but, land sakes, chillun, did 
you ever stop to think that there is 
always someone in a worse fix than you 
are? 

Hold on to your hats and bend your 
ears around what Aunt Jane is about to 
put down. To tell the truth in simple 
language, kiddoes, you probably just 
have a case of the plain old blues. 

I know that you’re about to blow your 
natural top because Dad just let it be 
known that he can’t afford to buy you 
that broken-down old jalopy that you 
had your heart set on. Sure, Joe Wat- 
son’s dad bought him a brand new 1954 
model for his birthday, but did you ever 
stop to consider the case of Slim Wat- 
kins who lives just around the corner? 

Slim had to drop out of school and 
get a full-time job when his father died, 
leaving six youngsters all under sixteen 
years old for Mrs. Watkins to take care 
of. The way things look now, Slim will 
probably have to give up forever his 
dream of becoming a big-city doctor. 
Certainly he’ll have to put his ambitions 
in moth balls for a while. 

Remember the Liggins family who 
lost everything they owned when fire 
destroyed their little bungalow last 
March? They didn’t sit around wring- 
ing their hands but, with the help of 
neighbors and interested friends, they 
are working hard to get enough money 
to buy another home on the West Side. 
Sure, it meant that the 14-year-old twins, 
Calvin and Elsie, had to drop out of 
school (with the school board’s per- 
mission) and take jobs to help the fam- 
ily out of its crisis. 

If you stop to think long enough, 
you'll be reminded of other cases like 
Tim Mallory who lost both legs in a 
railroad accident but who opened a little 





By Jane Walters 


furniture repair shop which is now do- 
ing first class. Or Phil Weems, who 
came back from Korea blinded in both 
eyes, but who now has a thriving news- 
stand just outside of the courthouse 
building downtown. These folks didn’t 
let big things get them down. They took 
their reverses in stride, got a new start 
and kept going. They didn’t cry, sulk 
or indulge themselves in self-pity. 

You know, sometimes I think that the 
trouble with too many of you young 
’uns is that you haven’t got the patience 
you should have. You’re like the hot- 
rodder at the traffic light, just itching to 
dash across the intersection before the 
light turns green. If your light is red 
or amber, you’ve got to play it cool until 
you get the go sign. 

As far as you are concerned, tomor- 
row, and particularly the day after to- 
morrow is a never-never time. Today is 
the only thing that counts with you but 
Mom and Dad will tell you from their 
experience that tomorrow is inevitable. 
It is bound to come and bring with it 
the good or the bad. 

I don’t want to sound like I’m preach- 
ing to you, but whether I do or not, the 
thing that I want you to understand and 
to remember is that the world was not 
built in a day and that, by comparison, 
you are much better off than you are 
willing to admit that you are. 

If you have a crush on the boy next 
door and he seems to prefer the com- 
pany of that chick on Avenue A, don’t 
sit around mooning about it. Call in 
some of the gang for a gab session or 
treat yourself to a good movie. You can 
often work your blues away (horrible 
thought, I know) but you can give it a 
try by helping to clean up that base- 
ment or attic which has been neglected 
so long. 

If you’re blue because you have an 
inferiority complex and feel that every- 
body in school is smarter or better- 


dressed than (Continued on Page 80) 


















FEATURES STREAM- 4 eet 
LINE WAISTLINE fe | \ 


HIDE BULGES Mt) 
ra 
clumsy waist- 


. 3. i . 
j \ 
tae 
line! Instead 


ENJOY a lovely, 
shapely “middle” 
— the most impor- 
tant part of your 
figure. Just slip 
FRENCH WAIST 
caressingly around 
you. Presto- 
chango, like magic 
you have graceful 
alluring curves. 
Unwanted bulges 
are molded to 
the most flatter- 
ing curves... 
sit, bend, walk 
and dance with 
comfortable 
even grace. 






















No more 
tummy 
bulge and 
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FEATURES 


lore 


Streamline 
Weistline. 






ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 









The amazing satin laced fron 
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Although he now knew that he wasn’t the first man 
in Elaine’s life, Ralph found that despite his disap- 
pointment, there were other things that counted 


LUMINOUS FACE of the clock stared 
ne from the dressing table in our dark- 
bedroom. Almost two a.m., I noticed as 
ied once again, trying to rid myself of 


tless anxiety that gripped me. Ralph, 
isband, lay beside me, and his slow, even 
hing told me he was sound asleep. I was 
or | didn’t want him to sense the un- 
! was feeling. 
m the time I married Ralph Kirkwood, 
tortured by the guilty secret | kept from 
Before our marriage, | was so sure I was 
in not telling him about my affair with 
lenderson. Now, as the time drew near 
r baby, mine and Ralph’s, to be born, a 
of remorse surged up inside of me like 
ushing tide. 
we planned for our first child! Ralph 
| insisted on helping to select the lay- 
ink, he had said, for a little girl with 
es and blond hair, just like her mother. 
suld I tell him that this wasn’t my first 
| couldn’t bear to think of hurting him, 
knew it would upset Ralph terribly if I 
[ had loved another man before him. 
ed Ralph Kirkwood more than I ever 
sd it possible to love another person— 
not with the restless fire that had 
through Don and me, but with a last- 
)tion that was real and good. 
and | had been high school sweet- 
ind we had always planned on getting 
when we graduated. Don’s father 
1en he was a child, and when my par- 
re killed in an automobile accident my 


at Central High, I clung to Don be- 


much more. 


cause he understood better than anyone else 
how it felt to be alone. 

I went to live with my older sister and her 
husband. They were kind to me, but I needed 
more than the casual affection they offered me, 
and Don understood. 

But the June we graduated was the year 
the North Koreans pushed across the thirty- 
eighth parallel. Don joined the army and | 
went on staying with my sister, living for the 
week-ends when Don could come home. When 
Don was home, life seemed worth living again. 
Finally, he got a two-week furlough and | felt 
as though heaven had opened its gates. 

“Oh, Don,” I said. “Two whole weeks to- 
gether! Why can’t we get married now and 
use the rest of your furlough for our honey- 
moon?” 

Don pulled me over close to him in the old 
car that had taken us on so many dates 
throughout our high school years. 

“I guess | should have told you this before, 
Elaine, but this furlough means I’m shipping 
out. Our outfit is scheduled to leave for Korea 
as soon as | get back.” 

A cold emptiness filled my heart and I held 
his hand more tightly. Those were the words 
| had been dreading since his enlistment, and 
now that they had come, a sickening numb- 
ness froze my body. 

“Then that’s all the more reason why we 
should get married now and have at least this 
time together.” | said. My voice sounded like 
an echo and I knew Don felt the same longing 
and heartache that | did. 

“No, darling. Since Dad died, I have seen 








When Don’s, 
around my. 
sponded . 





Furious when he discovered that their baby wasn’t 
Elaine’s first, Ralph was ready to end their mar- 


riage, but an accident and a medical miracle upset 


his plan. 


mother struggle and scrimp and 

w old worrying where the rent money 

he grocery money was going to come 
I love you too much to risk mak- 

1 widow of you.” 

But, Don,” I said, choking down the 


in my throat, “You'll come back 


n the meantime we will have each 


ure, I’ll come back, sweetheart, but 
we start our life together as Mr. 

Mrs. Don Henderson, I want it to 
I want to be here to take care 

u, not wondering whether I’m go- 
to leave you to struggle through the 
sort of miserable existence Mom 


spent the rest of his furlough in 
of sweet torment, trying hard not 
nk of the long months of loneliness 
for both of us, living only for the 
t and each other. 
n’s last night home, we drove out 
the country down the little road 
willows hung in a graceful canupy 
he lazy, winding river. Don pulled 
r off the road and we got out with- 
ying a word. Hand in hand, we 
down toward the stream and sat 
yn the smooth green grass. A sil- 
flection of the full moon floated 
water so close it seemed I could 
out and pick it up. 
»0k, Don, the moon and the stars at 
t. How can everything be so per- 
might and then have to end to- 
yw?” | said. 
:'t think about that, darling. Let’s 
> tonight as if there was no to- 


arms gathered me close to him 
lips closed over mine, tenderly, 
vely. I drew back, startled and 

fraid. Don had never kissed me 
at before, and it stirred the rest- 

nging in my heart. 

miled down at me reassuringly 

aid, “We’re not kids any more, 
We're going to have to live on 
-s for a long time, now. We be- 


long to each other and that makes it right 
for us to take our love while we can.” 

I leaned my head on his shoulder and 
he lay back in the soft grass, pulling me 
down beside him. I could feel the rapid 
beating of his heart and his quick, hard 
breathing as we lay there, wrapped in 
each others’ arms. My face felt hot and 
the blood pounded in my ears as | drew 
nearer to him, thrilling to the feel of his 
strong body close to mine. 

No, we weren’t kids any more, | 
thought. Memories to live on—yes, and 
dreams, too. Sometime it would be like 
this every night, with Don beside me as 
my husband. Would it be so wrong to 
borrow just one night from the future? 
Just one night to remember through the 
empty months ahead? 

When Don’s gentle hands disarranged 
my blouse, I responded to his ardent 
kisses and closed my eyes as I felt the 
smoothness and warmth of his body 
against mine. 


HREE MONTHS after Don left for 

Korea, his letters stopped coming. 
Then, one day, I reached into the mail 
box and pulled out one of my letters to 
him, returned with the ugly purple stamp 
across the front “Deceased.” The letters 
swam before my eyes and | ripped open 


Vou certainly man- 

aged (to pass your- 

self off ag new goods 

and to Yfrick some 

poer, unsuspecting 

A) Mee a 
you!’ 


the envelope and unfolded the thin pink 
sheet. Through my tears, I read the 
words in my own handwriting: 

“My dearest Don, 

I don’t know how to tell you this, 
but we are going to have a baby—.” 
So Don had never known. The panic 

returned that I had felt when I first real- 
ized | was pregnant. I was to be the 
unwed mother of a child whose father, 
by that time, was only a name on the 
casualty lists of war. 

As the panic subsided and only the 
anguish of losing Don filled my heart, I 
was grateful, in a way, that I could at 
least have a part of him. 

| went to a maternity home far away 
from my home town, but in spite of the 
plans I made for the baby, I felt that life 
had stopped and I was merely a puppet 
lost in the black void of timeless space. 

“You'll have to snap out of it, Elaine,” 
the doctor warned me. “All this worry 
and brooding is making it more difficult 
for both you and the baby.” 

Then, one night over two months be- 
fore time for the baby to be born, I 
awakened with a tearing pain. 

I called the doctor and he rushed me 
to the operating room. I remember the 
four bright lights over the delivery table 
as they came (Continued on Page 59) 








MY LOVE HAD | 
| A PRICE TAG 


F After she stole her sister's man, Sue Ellen found she didn’t know how to keep him. 


HEY CALLED ME “man-hater.” Well, it really fit, be- “Honest, Bess,” I stormed, “I can’t see why you give that 
cause after what Joe Allen did to me, | didn’t have any lug a second thought. He’s just playing you for a sucker. 
use for men, whatsoever. When | returned from New York All men are the same—they’re out to use a woman all they 
that summer and found my kid sister eating her heart out can.” 
for Larry Davis, all the man-hate in me really reached the “J—] guess you’re right, Sue Ellen,” Bess agreed miser- 
boiling point. ably, her eyes red from crying. “I was awfully dumb. I’ve 





‘ 
‘: 


” Ive never loved any wom- 
an the way I love you, but I 








tht 


Because she had once been wronged by a man, Sue Ellen believed that she was getting 
even by taking Larry from her sister, only to learn too late that all men are not alike. 





I’ve never been in love before. . . .” 


[| patted her shoulder. “Now you're 
king at it in the right way, baby. 
You have to get hard inside. Beat them 
it their own game. Have fun, but don’t 
soft on one of them or they'll make 
prize chump out of you!” 

Bess got up from the bed in my room, 
where she’d been sitting, pouring out 
her broken-hearted story about Larry’s 
two-timing. “I'll remember, Sue Ellen, 
and thanks a lot.” She gazed admir- 
ingly at my stylish hair-do and sleek, 
ophisticated clothes. ‘Gosh, I wish I 
was as beautiful and as smart about life 
; you are, Sue Ellen. Then maybe I 
wouldn’t get in these awful messes.” 


| hugged my baby sister. “Honey, 
tart playing the field again. Go danc- 
g and have some laughs. You'll for- 


et about Larry in no time.” 

But after she’d gone, I sat down and 
put my hand over my eyes. Bess thought 
| was so smart and sophisticated, but I 
had been pretty dumb, too, or I wouldn’t 

in the jam I was in now, pregnant 

with Joe Allen’s child. I had been every 

as starry-eyed and naive as Bess 
hen I went to New York. 

That’s why Id fallen so completely 

| trustingly for Joe Allen. He was 

e boy who had taught me how to dress 

| talk smartly, and he was also the 

m for the hard shell of enamel that 
ased my heart, now. 

Yes, I was beautiful 

omed. But my good looks were brit- 

a superficial mask for the bitterness 
I would have traded all the 
sh in an instant for Bess’s sweetness. 
| brushed my hair, after a while, and 
From the kitchen 
the smells of supper cooking. I 


and well 


lde me. 


ilked downstairs. 


nauseated so much of the time, I 
n’t have much interest in food, but 
had to keep up an act around my 
ther. I couldn’t let her find out about 

ondition; it would break her heart. 

smells good,” I smiled apprecia- 
walking into the kitchen. Mom 
bustling around the stove. “Where’s 

| asked. “Thought she was go- 


ing to help you with supper tonight?” 

“Oh, that Larry Davis came by and 
they went for a ride,” Mom said, taking 
out a pan of the rolls and hurrying to 
the drainboard with them. 

I stared at her, open-mouthed. Had 
I heard right? “But, Mom!” I gasped. 
“Not ten minutes ago, she said she was 
through with him for good. She told 
me they’re supposed to be engaged and 
yet every time she turns her back, he’s 
out with another girl!” 

Mom shook her head and patted her 
damp throat with the end of her apron. 
“There’s nothing you can do with a 
girl in love, Sue Ellen. Bess is crazy 
about the boy; she hasn’t the heart to 
say ‘no’ when he asks her to go with 
him.” Mom waved her hand hopelessly. 
“They'll work it out between them- 
selves.” 

“No they won’t!” I stormed furiously. 
“Bess won’t work anything out. Larry 
will take her for whatever he wants and 
then kick her out. Oh, why,” I said, 
trembling with anger, “won't that girl 
get some sense in her head?” 

Mom ‘studied my face in her quiet, 
thoughtful manner. “I declare I don’t 
know what’s come over you, Sue Ellen. 
You seem to have it in for everybody 
since you came back from New York. 
Larry is a nice young boy. Maybe he’s 
a little wild but he’ll settle down. Love 
has a way of working things out—” 

“Love!” I snorted. “That’s a laugh. 
If Larry loved Bess he wouldn’t be 
breaking her heart every week. Women 
know how to love, but men don’t. That’s 
why men are always making such 
chumps out of us girls.” 

Mom shook her head sadly and 
sighed, but she didn’t say anything. At 
the time, I thought she was sighing for 
Bess’s sake. 
that I learned I was the one she was 
feeling sorry for. 

Mom and | ate supper by ourselves, 
and then I went up to my room to read. 
About ten o’clock I heard Bess come up 


It wasn’t until much later 


the stairs and open the door to her 
room. | put my book down, crossed the 








hall and tapped at her door. “Bess, 
honey, it’s me. Can I come in?” 

She opened the door. Her wide, 
glistening eyes shone at me. It was like 
getting hit in the face with a bucket of 
stardust. “Oh, Sue Ellen, the most won- 
derful thing, ever!” She held up her left 
hand. On the third finger, a very tiny 
diamond was bravely sparkling to the 
full extent of its one-tenth carat. “Larry 
gave it to me tonight. He’s been saving 
up for it and he surprised me!” 

“Wait a minute,” I protested. “Let 
me get this straight.” I sat on a has- 
sock and lit a cigarette. “Wasn’t it Bess 
Jones who told me, just this afternoon, 
that she never wanted to see Larry Davis 
again? That as far as she was con- 
cerned he was a dose of poison?” 

She blinked down at me out of the 
clouds. “Oh I know I said that, Sue 
Ellen. But don’t you see, this changes 
everything! Larry told me he was sorry 
about going out with those other girls. 
He promised it wouldn’t ever happen 
again—and to prove it he gave me my 
engagement ring!” 

I stood up, inhaling cigarette smoke 
deeply. “You sucker. You poor little 
sucker!” Angrily, I ground out the 
cigarette in a tray. 

Bess suddenly stopped bubbling over. 
Her face went stiff. “What—what do 
you mean, Sue Ellen?” she whispered. 

“I mean that you just won the title 
of ‘Miss Dumb-bell of 1954.’ A guy 
like Larry Davis never changes. I knew 
him in. high school before I left for 
New York. He’s strictly a play-the-field 
boy.” 

She shook her head slowly, staring at 
me with large, tear-filled eyes. “I don’t 
believe it, Sue Ellen. I trust Larry. He 
was telling me the truth tonight. You 
have to be able to believe in some- 
body... .” 

“Sure,” I answered cynically. “Go 
ahead and trust the guy. Then after 
you're married and he starts coming 
home with shirt collars full of a shade 
of lipstick you don’t use, just remember 
I told you so!” 
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angrily across my bed. I was sore at 
Bess for being so naive and dumb. But 
mostly, I was furious at that Larry 
Davis for playing the sweet kid for a 
sucker. I had always loved Bess deeply 
and I would do anything to spare her 
the heartache and shame | had been 
through—the heartache and shame she 
was going to suffer if she married Larry 
Davis. 

There was no use trying to sleep. I 
was too wrought-up and nervous, worry- 
ing about Bess and about my own jam. 
I finally went to my closet and took out 
a chic, expensive gray suit. Quickly, | 
dressed and applied make-up with deft, 
experienced movements. Then I slipped 
quietly out of the house. 

I had not had a drink since I’d come 
home for the visit several days ago, be- 
cause I knew that Mother didn’t approve 
of drinking. But I would never get to 
sleep tonight unless I had a few high- 
balls to make me relax. 

I remembered that there was a small 
I hoped I 


wouldn’t run into any of the old crowd 


bar in our neighborhood. 


I had known in the days before | went 
to New York. All I wanted to do was 
to sit in a quiet corner by myself and 
have a few drinks that would numb the 
fresh. painful memory of my broken 
love affair with Joe Allen and my con- 
cern over Bess. 

I found a secluded booth in the bar 
and ordered a Tom Collins, my favorite 
drink. When it came, | sipped its tart 
flavor, grateful for the warm, relaxed 
Drink- 


ing was one of the minor vices I had 


feeling it brought to my body. 


learned under Joe Allen’s expert tute- 
lage. 


WAS STARTING on my 


drink of the evening when I hap- 


second 


pened to glance toward the bar where 
several people were standing, laughing 
and talking together. One of the men 
there held my attention. He was very 
tall, way over six feet, and he had wide 
shoulders, a handsome, light tan face 
and wavy, dark hair. There was some- 
Sud- 
denly it dawned on me. He was Larry 


thing quite familiar about him. 


Davis! 
I hadn’t seen him in a good many 


I crossed the hall and threw myself 


“Get out—I never want 
to see you again. You 
stole the man I loved.” 




































years, of course. When we were in high 
school, I had been a lowly freshman and 
he had been a senior. I remember I had 
worshiped him from afar, as had all 
the other girls in school. He had been 
quite a guy, captain of the football team, 
a good student and he’d had the finest 
baritone voice in the glee club. Yes, 
and he’d always had a harem of chicks 
on his string. 

Now, he was fully matured and even 
more attractive, if that was possible. It 
was easy to see why Bess had gone over- 
board for the guy. I felt my own blood 
pressure rise a notch. But, immediately, 
my bitterness toward anything in pants, 
put a stop to that! He was just another 
Joe Allen, I reminded myself furiously. 
Just look at him. Not an hour ago, he 
had slipped a ring on the finger of a 
trusting, innocent girl who loved him. 
And here he was in a bar, surrounded 
by simpering cuties, and eating it up! 

Just then, he must have caught me 
staring at him, for I felt his bold, 
brown-eyed gaze looking directly into 
my own eyes. My cheeks stung with 
irritation and I concentrated on my 


drink again. | certainly didn’t want him 
to think I was flirting with him! He 
must have gotten that 
though, because the next thing, I heard 
his soft baritone voice at my side. 

“Say, don’t I know you?” 

I glanced up and raised an eyebrow 
coolly. “I doubt it,” I replied with frost 
in my voice. 

He wasn’t the sensitive type, though. 
He slid into the booth beside me with the 
lazy, long-limbed grace of a well-coordi- 
nated athlete and grinned at me. “Well, 
then,” he persisted, “I should know you. 
How about us getting acquainted?” 

A stinging reply was on the edge of 


impression, 


my tongue. I was about to tell him who 
I was and what I| thought of him for 
treating my kid sister the way he had. 
But a sly thought stopped me. Maybe I 
could accomplish more by remaining 
anonymous for a while. 

We chatted for a half hour. I used 
all the big city tricks I had learned and 
I knew I was slowly, but surely wrapping 
Mr. Larry Davis around my little finger. 

He kept pleading for my name and 
telephone num- (Continued on Page 67) 
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Although her marriage 
to white dancer Ken- 
ny Davis ended on 
the rocks, glamor- 
ous Sheila Guyse says 
breakup was not due 
to race but to clash of 


temperaments. 


Sheila Guyse and white ex-hus- 
band, Kenny Davis. 
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bd THERE IS one thing I have discov- 

ered during the course of a career 
that has included appearances on Broad- 
way, on the screen, radio and television, 
it is the fact that the most realistic 
drama written can only be a pale imi- 
tation of life. 

My recent appearance on Arthur God- 
frey’s television show made me more 
aware than ever before how incredible 
the ups and downs of my career would 
seem if some novelist included them in 
a book. Equally strange but true is the 
story of the breakup of my marriage 
that began with a backstage courtship 
as romantic as any boy-meets-girl movie. 

It is not too difficult to find the rea- 
sons for my checkerboard career in the 
world of entertainment. One of the main 
reasons is that the life of a performer is 
not half as glamorous as the public often 
believes. Behind the footlights there is 
hard work; there are long hours and 
disappointments that very often lead to 
heartbreak. 

Quite frankly, until my appearance on 
the Godfrey show I had just about made 
up my mind to give up the goal I had 
struggled for since entering show busi- 
ness at the age of 17. But the deluge 
of letters and telegrams that poured into 
the studio during my week-long en- 
gagement on CBS television gave me 
new hope and convinced me that if so 
many people had faith in me, I could 
continue. 

The reasons for the breakup of my 
marriage are not so easy to explain. 
My husband and | have been separated 
for a year but we are still friends. How- 
ever, | am certain our differences had 
nothing to do with race or background. 


BY SHEILA GUYSE 


To say that I was discouraged about 
my career until just a short time ago is 
putting it mildly. More than one book- 
ing agent has told me with an air of 
hopelessness, “If only you were only 
white, I could get you engagements—” I 
have come to believe that while the Ne- 
gro as a whole may be better off politi- 
cally and educationally, he ts worse off 
in the theater today. Watching television 
for a few days is proof enough that 
there is nothing for Negro performers. 

Yet, there was a time a few years ago 
when an entertainer virtually could not 
get work unless he was a Negro. Ne- 
groes were supposed to be born with 
rhythm and they were in constant de- 
mand by producers and the public alike. 

My first Broadway show is an ex- 
ample of the keen interest in colored 
performers a few years back. It was the 
swing version of Gilbert and Sullivan’s 
H.M.S. Pinafore, entitled Memphis 
Bound and starring Bill (Bojangles) 
Robinson. That 1945 production pre- 
sented a whole stage full of marvelous 
talent, including Billy Daniels, Ida 
James, Thelma Carpenter, Avon Long 
and the Delta Rhythm Boys. 

The newspapers called me a new “dis- 
covery” of producer John Wildberg and 
hailed me as a “new Lena Horne.” Now 
I think Lena Horne is a wonderful per- 
son and certainly a star worthy of all 
the praise she gets, but why must every 
Negro woman who enters show business 
be called “the new Lena Horne”? It 
took Dorothy Dandridge years to over- 
come this idea of being an imitation of 
someone else and becoming a star in her 
own right. 

I think that there is enough room at 





































the top for Miss Horne, Miss Dandridge 
and everyone else who can make it on 
talent and personality. 

Like many other “discoveries,” I had 
previous experience when I went to 
Broadway. I had come to New York 
to further my education and eventually 
went to work as a clerk in a store on 







Long-limbed, curvaceous, Mississippi-born 
Sheila broke into show business as a night 
club singer when she was 17. 
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An accumulation of many 
factors rather than a single 
incident, Sheila says, is the 
reason marriages fail so it 
doesn’t matter whether mar- 
riage is mixed or not. 


‘Sth Street. I was well on my way to 

ecoming a buyer for the store and 

itering show business was the last thing 
my mind. 

However, I let some friends persuade 
to enter the Apollo Theater amateur 
w. When I went to the theater for 
audition, | was asked if I knew a 

currently popular, which hap- 
ened to be the favorite of the woman 
ho interviewed me. 


It’s my favorite song,” she confided, 
ind if you'll do it, I think I can ar- 
inge to put you on this week’s show.” 
| was only vaguely familiar with the 
g she mentioned, but of course I 
assured her that it was one of my best 
nbers. I rushed right out and bought 
1 five-cent song sheet in order to brush 
on the lyrics and soon had them 
plete memorized. 
\fter the first rush of excitement died 
yn somewhat it gradually dawned on 
ust what I was letting myself in for 
etting up before an audience for the 
time in my life; competing with 
yung hopefuls who probably had talent 

















{¢ dinner table, Tootsie, whose given 
e is also Sheila, waits patiently while 
rother cuts the meat on her plate. 





Amused by mother’s dramatized story-telling, daughter Tootsie listens intently to story 
from one of her books. Talented six-year-old, daughter of a previous marriage, won 
beauty contest when only one year old. 


and experience that would show me up 
for the rank amateur I was. 

The most terrifying thought, of 
course, was that I would become a vic- 
tim of Porto Rico—the character who 
yanks unsuccessful performers off the 
stage—and end my career before it 
started. I decided that the thing to do 
was think of a gimmick that would 
guarantee me a chance at least to finish 
my song. | finally hit upon an idea, 
and when my name was anounced, | 
made my entrance as a Hawaiian girl, 
complete with grass skirt and lei. 

Well, I can’t say how well my song 
went over, but the hula I performed in 
boogie-woogie rhythm was a sensation. 
Many people assumed | was a real Ha- 
waiian girl and it was a long time be- 
fore I got up enough courage to confess 
my little deception. 

It happened that Rollo Vest, Detroit 
agent who later became my very good 
friend and adviser, was in the audience 
that night. He contacted my parents and 
predicted a wonderful future for me on 
the stage. They finally gave their per- 
mission for him to handle me profes- 
sionally and I was booked into the Club 
Zombie in Detroit. 

Right here I’d like to say a word of 


appreciation for men like Vest and other 
Negro agents, who may find doors 
closed to them because of their color— 
like Negro artists—yet manage to do 
a remarkable job of representing their 
clients. Looking back, I can see that 
the man who launched me on my career 
had my best interests at heart. 


T ANY RATE, following my engage- 
ment at Club Zombie, I became vo- 
calist with Big Joe Turner’s band and 
went on tour. Being a newcomer to 
show business, it took me some time to 
adjust to the hectic backstage existence 
that is lived by musicians and others in 
show business, As I got to know the 
boys in the band I found myself being 
mother, sister and pal to all of them. 
I loaned them money between pay- 
days, listened to their troubles and ref- 
ereed scraps between them. The topsy- 
turvy hours, the frantic pace and the 
tensions created by the hardships of 
traveling from town to town proved to 
be a disillusioning experience for me. 
Any ideas of glamour I might have had 
were rubbed off during those early days. 
| have a fan club of young girls up 
in the Bronx, the section of New York 
where I live, and I am constantly re- 
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{t first considered “too Oriental” for the part of a dancer 





Datla Tha 
in the Broadway show, 


Lost In The Stars, Sheila finally got role, received favorable mentions for song Who'll 
Buy? She also appeared in Memphis Bound and several movies. 


minding those who are stagestruck that 
things are not always as they seem in 
this business. When they visit my apart- 
ment to listen to my records and chat, 
I try to point out that hard work is 
essential. A beginner must be willing to 
spend long hours in preparation and 
keep in readiness so that when his big 
chance arrives he will be able to take 
advantage of it. You can be ever so 
beautiful, I tell them, but if you don’t 
have talent you just don’t make it. 

Right here I might add that being 
capable is just half the battle, for even 
after winning a role in a production 
there are other problems to be faced. 
Sometimes the difficulty is with fellow 
actors, as was the case in the hit musical 
Finian’s Rainbow. Without 
ing any names, | can say that I had to 


mention- 


put up with a lot of nonsense from cer- 
tain members of the cast until I finally 
put my foot down. I may have gained 
a reputation for bluntly speaking my 
mind, but from that point on I was 
treated with considerably more respect. 

My philosophy is “live and let live,” 
and I could not understand why one 
singer should be jealous of another who 
is lucky enough to get a solo, or why 
one dancer should begrudge another a 


feature spot or some other measure of 
success. The backbiting and gossip that 
resulted from backstage jealousies dur- 
ing my first Broadway show was some- 
thing I had never before encountered. 

The antagonism I faced from individ- 
uals who had been in the theater years 
before me was hard to understand and 
even harder to take. We all have some- 
thing to offer—a nice figure, or perhaps 
a lovely face or artistic talent—so why 
should any of us be selfish about success 
or jealous of another? 

At times, it is the public which gives 
an entertainer a hard way to go. More 
than once at a party or some similar 
private affair I have been approached 
by the host or one of the guests and 
asked, “Oh, Sheila, sing us a song, won’t 
you?” If possible, I try to decline grace- 
fully without appearing to want them to 
beg me. The guests at that stage of the 
party are usually more interested in the 
refreshments or something else, yet if a 
singer who is put on a spot like that fails 
to give a perfect performance someone is 
sure to criticize. “Who says she can 
sing?” they will complain, as if they 
had paid for box seats in a Broadway 


theater. 








I make it a point, however, to sing 
whenever asked at a public affair, and 
I’ve sung many times at veterans’ hospi- 
tals. I remember that soon after my last 
TV appearance, during which I sang a 
sophisticated ballad, I made a_ public 
appearance at a benefit ball. In the 
booth where I was sitting, one member 
of the party attempted to pay me a 
compliment in referring to my singing. 
“Say, did you hear this colored gal 
trying to sound like a white girl?” he 
remarked. 

That made me boiling mad, but I re- 
membered that I was a lady and man- 
aged to control myself. All I said—as 
sarcastically as I could—was, “And 
what does a white girl sound like?” 

Lost In The Stars was my last 
Broadway show and I won an Outer 
Circle award for my role in that play. 
Picked at the same time as outstanding 
by this organization of theater writers 
was T. S. Eliot’s Cocktail Party, and 
Gian-Carlo Menotti’s opera, The Con- - 
sul. Oddly enough, the director of 
Lost In The Stars at first considered 
me “too Oriental” to portray the dancer 
in an African cafe. However, Maxwell 
Anderson, the author, a truly wonderful 
person, liked me for the part and so did 
the late Kurt Weill, the composer. After 
singing seven songs for Mr. Weill at an 
audition, he insisted that I be given the 
(Continued on Page 78) 































role. 



































Concentrating on career, Sheila spends 
many hours making home recordings, 
listening to playbacks to correct any flaws. 
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Warned by her doctor that after two years she could not bear a child, Lucille almost 


went out of her mind when her fiance was killed, and then she had a daring idea. 


S I POWDERED MY tear-stained 

face, the doctor’s words still 
haunted me. The little twinges of pain 
in my side would not necessitate imme- 
diate surgery . . . no need for alarm 
. . . but the condition would progress, 
and in about two years or so, I’d have 
to have surgery, and after that I could 
never have children. 

The doctor had explained that this 
disease—he called it something that 
sounded like adenosis—was not uncom- 
mon, but rather unusual for a woman of 
twenty-four. And when tears had come 
to my eyes, he had patted my shoulder 
and said that surely such an attractive 
woman would be married soon enough 
to have a child before two years had 
passed. I had told him tearfully that I 
wasn’t even engaged, and he had tried 
hard to comfort me, saying there are 
many happy couples who have no chil- 
dren, and that maybe we could adopt 
some. 

And then, soberly, he’d added, “My 
dear, for a while you'll be like a dieting 
woman who craves sweets—you'll want a 
child more than you ever dreamed you’d 
want one. It’s only natural to want 
things that are hard to get.” 

As I picked up my purse to leave the 
little consulting room, a woman hold- 
ing a small baby peered into the half- 
open door. 

“Would you mind holding my baby 
while I call a taxi?” As I held the warm 
bundle against my breast, a pair of tiny 
eyes looked at me and I felt the warm 
sweet breath on my cheek. For a mo- 
ment I experienced a crazy desire to 


dash out the door and take the child 
with me, but I knew how foolish that 
would be. 

In just a few moments I realized how 
terribly important having children can 
become, just like the doctor said it 
would be. 

The day before Gordon had left for 
Korea we had talked about how many 
children we'd like to have some day, but 
after the news of his death, I had put 
my engagement ring away, thinking 
only of the loss of Gordon. I felt that 
having children was something I had 
lots of time to think about. As I drove 
home from the doctor’s office, I realized 
that Gordon had been the one who had 
brought up the subject of children so 
often, and I had always taken the whole 
matter so much for granted. 

Now that I realized I might never 
give birth to a child, it was swiftly be- 
coming an obsession. The doctor had 
warned me I would feel this way for a 
while, but that I would adjust myself to 
the realization and learn that people can 
overcome disappointments by learning 
that they are part of living and by tak- 
ing an interest in many other things. 

Upon reaching my apartment, I threw 
myself on my bed and sobbed until no 
more tears would come. I had never 
been one to turn to liquor for forgetful- 
ness, but I felt desperate. I mixed a 
drink, then another, and as the liquid 
warmed me, my sorrow became bitter- 
ness, then defiance, and by the time I 
cooked myself some dinner and forced 
myself to eat a little, the liquor and my 
empty, emotional stomach had accom- 





plished a great deal. I had begun to 
feel that no obstacle in the world was 
going to stand in the way of my having 
a child. Two years was a long time. 
A lot could happen. All my life I'd 
been told I was beautiful, and now was 
the time to make my beauty work for 
me. 

I sat down at my dressing table and 
looked at myself in the mirror. Of 
course I could be married . . . in less 
than a year if I tried. If I didn’t fall 
for someone, I’d get married anyway. 
I'd marry some decent guy who loved 
me. 

Then I heard the familiar sound of 
Joe’s old Chevvy. Darn, why did he 
have to pick tonight, of all nights to 
drop in? 

“Hi, honey.” He walked into the 
kitchen, set four cans of beer down and 
took two glasses out of the cupboard. 
“Do you consider four cans of beer a 
reasonable admission price for a TV 
movie?” I leaned over the television 
set, not wanting him to see my swollen 
eyes. I certainly wasn’t in the mood for 
explanations, and Joe was the kind who 
always wanted to know all about peo- 
ple’s troubles so he could help solve 
them. 

“Anything 
watch, Joe?” 

“Honey, how you’ve changed since - 
last week.” I suddenly remembered the 
argument we had the last time he came 
over. I had wanted a sophisticated play, 
and he had held out for a western. 

“Here, chicken, I’ll share your has- 
sock with you,” (Continued on Page 70) 
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ls There A Man 


Four-legged girl insists physical deformity has in no way affected her feminine instincts 


and insists she looks forward eagerly to a husband and family. 


\" HEN I WAS 17 years old, I would 
have given anything in the world 

be like other girls. It was the one 
ime in my life that I would have risked 
operation to remove the extra body 
at has made me a carnival sideshow 
ttraction since the age of three months. 
e reason was a boy named Harry, the 
llow who gave me the first kiss I ever 
Harry had been a roustabout in Little 
ock when he joined the show as a jeep 
ver, and not long afterwards he be- 


| paying attention to me. He was a 
e friendly boy and I found myself 





attracted to him. He spent a lot of time 
around the sideshow tent where I was 
appearing and was always anxious to do 
little things to help me around my 
trailer. 

After a couple of months, Harry and 
I were going together; nothing serious, 
but in a pleasant, friendly way. We 
would go to the movies or just walking, 
and every now and then we'd take in a 
night club. I don’t drink or smoke but | 
enjoy watching people have a good time. 
We had a standing date on Thursdays, 
the day we were both off. He would 
come by my trailer and we'd go out for 


\ 





me Betty Lou rests her two bodies on a couch after long hours at carnival show 
where she exhibits her unusual anatomy to gawking crowds. 


By BETTY LOU WILLIAMS 


the evening of entertainment. 

The show was playing in a city in the 
Midwest and on this warm, mid-summer 
night, the carnival grounds were quiet 
and peaceful. I stood in the door of my 
trailer and looked out over the empty 
park. The sun was setting in the west 
and I was humming a little song to my- 
self as | waited for Harry. 

Then I saw him walking off in the 
opposite direction, and clinging pos- 
sessively to his arm was a little bally 
girl who had joined the show a week be- 
fore. 

At that moment if I had been offered 
an operation, I would have taken it, even 
though the only other four-legged person 
I ever heard of died when surgery was 
attempted for the removal of the extra 
body. Losing someone you really like, I 
think, is almost as heartbreaking as 
never having anyone at all. 

When I was young, I used to pray all 
the time for a miracle but I know now 
that it will never happen. I accept my- 
self the way I am and the man I marry 
will do the same. People who look at me 
on the carnival midway call me a freak 
because I have four legs and three arms, 
but what they don’t seem to realize is 
that in my feminine instincts, | am just 
as normal as any other woman. Like any 
normal woman, I look forward to a man 
and a family of my own. 

A few years ago, I firmly believed 
that | would not even give a thought to 
marriage until I was in my 30’s, but I’m 
no longer so sure about that. I have a 
feeling that some day, in the not too 
distant future, I will walk down the aisle 
and become a bride just as normal girls 
my age are doing every day. 

I’m 22 now and in the last three years 
I believe that I have learned a lot about 
love and what it can do for a person. 
So when the right man comes along, you 














i Ex-Gl Ernest J. Lombard, Jr., was once 
reported about to marry Betty Lou but 
marriage plans were later cancelled. 





in the 

mmer 

quiet 

f my 

mpty 

west 

) my- 

1 the 

pos- 

bally 

k be- 

ered 

even 

rson 

was 

xtra can believe that I won’t hesitate. I’m 

ce, I ready for marriage right now. 

- as Many’s the time I have cried because 
I was left out of Dan Cupid’s game when 

all deep down in my heart I wanted to be 

now cast in a starring role. I have watched 

my- young couples strolling arm in arm and 

Try I have been envious. I know what it is 

ae to have someone of your own at your 

ook side, but I also know what it is to be so 

mes. lonely that it hurts. 

he There was a period of my life when I 

‘ust cried a lot and I prayed for some mir- 

any acle to make me like other girls. Yet, 

ies you can’t be unhappy forever, and | 
came to realize that perhaps what I 

- looked on as a burden was actually a 

i. blessing. For one thing, I could make 

- more money than | ever dreamed of and 

: give my parents and my brothers and 

=~ sisters things they never hoped to have. 

‘™ I gradually learned to be thankful that 

sl I was alive and healthy. Except for hav- 
ing my tonsils removed recently, I’ve 

- never been sick and my extra body has 

- never given me any pain or unusual trou- 

“ ble. So I learned to be content with my- 
self and that made things a lot easier. It 
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ing her new car, Betty Lou pushes her extra body over to 
left side and easily maneuvers way through traffic. 


k a lot longer to get accustomed to 
pearing in public after I came of age. 
Actually, I don’t have the words to 
lain what it’s like to be an exhibit, on 
lay to anyone with the price of ad- 
ission. | imagine a caged animal has 
same feeling; that’s one: reason | 
er visit a zoo and even passing the 
dow of a pet shop gives me a funny 
ling when I see the dogs and cats 
uddled against the glass. 
t didn’t happen all of a sudden, but I 
to see that I was an exhibit just 
the bears and tigers in the zoo—and 
esigned myself. But | made up my 
| that no matter how hard people 
ed or what unkind things they said, | 
id not let it touch me. If there was 
nvisible glass keeping me from the 
of the world, then that same glass 
uld shield me from the crowd. Only 
w men have managed to get past 
glass. 
have met men who felt sorry for me 
sometimes it’s nice to have people’s 
yathy. But sympathy is no substitute 
ve. Every night or so some man, 
or colored, comes back to my 
ssing room and asks to chat a while. 
g a friendly person, I sometimes let 
stay a while. I’ve had men propose 
e the first time we met, but usually 
are either drunk or just plain smart 
Sometimes the men who visit me 


backstage are frankly curious; others 
pretend to have a scientific interest in 
me. 

There was a young fellow who lived 
in the small midwest town where the 
carnival was playing, who got the idea 
that he wanted to do something for me. I 
was 18 at the time and he was about the 
same age, only I was much more experi- 
enced and more mature than he was. 
Anyway, Frankie—as [ll call him— 
caught the show one night and after that 
it seemed that wild horses couldn’t keep 
him away from the carnival grounds. 

Later, I learned that when he didn’t 
have the price of admission he’d just 
walk around the grounds. There’s some- 
thing about a carny that’s mysterious 
and exciting and it seemed to have got 
him. Frankie didn’t have the courage to 
say anything to me but he did speak to 
my brother Louis, who travels with me. 

“There’s a kid out here who wants to 
meet you, Betty Lou,” Louis told me 
one night. 

I had just gone to my trailer after the 
show and I wondered just who it was. 
When I saw it was my little friend who 
had watched the show wide-eyed several 
different nights, | was amused. But he 
had such a serious look on his face that 
I didn’t have the heart to make fun of 

him. I invited him inside and after he 
had introduced himself I politely sug- 




























Ojten alone and lonely in hotel room while on road, Betty Lou 
primps in front of mirror. She played Texas State Fair in Fall. 


gested that he shouldn’t be out so late 
since the next day was a school day. 

“I’m through with school,” he said 
firmly. “I’m going to join the carnival.” 

I tried to change his mind, but he 
refused to listen. 

“It’s the only way I can be near you,” 
he blurted out, then dashed out the door 
before I could say anything. 

After that, Frankie was a regular vis- 
itor. I learned that he was doing very 
well in school and his folks wanted him 
to go to college, but he had the carny 
bug and swore that when we moved on 
to the next town he would be with us. 
Sure enough, on closing night Frankie 
showed up with a little zipper bag and a 
big grin on his face. 

“Well, here I am,” he announced. 

I didn’t say anything and for a while 
we stood watching the roustabouts strike 
the tents and load the show on the wait- 
ing trucks. Finally I said, “I’m sorry 
you're not going on to school, Frankie. I 
like educated men.” 

He stared at me. “You do? But— 
well, | was going to be a doctor.” He 

clapped his hands together excitedly. 
“That’s it, Betty Lou! I'll be a doctor 


and after we’re married I can operate 


” 





on you and 
I calmed him down. “A doctor can’t 


operate on his own wife can he?” I 
asked. 
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Betty Lou tells of lonely days and tear- 
ful nights as she hopes to find man who 
can give her honest love and true hap- 


piness. 


“No—I guess not,” he said, then after a moment’s 
thought he suggested, “Then I can marry you after 
I operate!” 

He was a sweet kid and I told him so, but | insisted 
that he had to go back to school if he ever hoped to be 
a doctor. Finally he agreed, but promised me that 
some day he would look me up when he got to be a 


surgeon. 


OST OF THE TIME when I work the carnivals 

and circuses touring the small towns, I usually 
rent a house trailer to live in, but in large cities like 
Chicago and New York, | prefer more permanent 
quarters. Once instead of taking a hotel room in 
Chicago, I stayed at the home of a young couple I 
had met. 

It was just like home to me and | really appreciated 
their hospitality because traveling on the road so much, 
I’ve really never had a home of my own. Mr. and Mrs. 
Hoskins treated me more like one of the family than a 
roomer and I suppose it was only natural that my 
landlady’s brother and I found ourselves spending lots 
of time together. 

Jack wasn’t exactly handsome, but he had a quick, 
warm smile and a heart of gold. We lived on the 
South Side and the amusement park is way up on the 
North Side, and since it was two and three o’clock in 
the morning before I got off work, getting home each 
night was a problem. I solved it by riding to and 
from work in a cab. Jack had an evening job but he 
would be up in time to chat with me a while before 
I left each day. 

“I’m worried about you, Betty Lou,” he said one day. 

“Worried about me? Why?” 

“Well, you have to come home by yourself every 
night and—well, it’s just too late for you to be out 
alone,” Jack told me. 

I laughed and said, “Maybe I ought to look for a 
place to stay closer to the park.” 

Jack shook his head. “I'll think of something better 
than that.” 

I forgot all about the conversation until that night 
after the show closed and I looked up to see Jack 
standing at my dressing room door. 

“What in the world are you doing here?” I asked. 

He smiled a little sheepishly. “I’m going to ride 
home with you—that is, if you don’t mind.” 

Of course I had no objections at all. In fact, Jack’s 
thoughtfulness made me even fonder of him. For 
almost two week’s he would travel all the way up to 
Riverview after getting off from work just to ride 
home with me. But much (Continued on Page 49) 







































































Ohi: 
Forbidden 
ight 


anny married Diane because he believed 
it he was the father of her unborn child, 
but then love turned to bitter hate. 


YEARS AGO today, Danny and I were married. 
hat means that today is my fifth anniversary of living 


ar as the public is concerned—what little public we 
yur small circle of friends, acquaintances and neigh- 
e are an average, normal couple, living together 
enough and bringing up an adorable little boy. 
the public, neighbors and friends, never know what 
n behind closed doors or within hearts that are closed. 
1 shock it would be to everyone we know if they 
ed that our marriage is like an armed truce; that we 
vith hate and not with love. 
ere’s one solitary bit of consolation to be found in 
bitterness, | can find it in the fact that Danny has 
s word about guarding our secret from the little 
n which we live. Yet, sometimes I believe I could 
and public disgrace and shame with greater fortitude 
this horrible secret frustration which haunts every day 
ife. 
ing sorry for yourself is a luxury, especially when 
find an object of blame other than yourself. My 
is that | know as well as I know my name is Diane 
that the punishment I am undergoing now and all 
suffered for five years is no one’s fault but my own. 
ne day in my life which I regret most is that day, in 





Central Park, when | decided that the only way to get what 
I wanted most—Danny—was to surrender myself to him. 
My next big mistake was going to Dad, playing the role of 
the sweet, young thing betrayed and letting Dad cast himself 
in the part of the outraged parent protecting his helpless 
young. 

That was a tough thing to do. Dad was so proud of hav- 
ing been able to get me just about grown, through high 
school and already launched in a fairly decent job. He’d 
accomplished all he’d done for me by himself. My mother 
died bringing me into the world. I was raised by a succes- 
sion of aunts and grandmothers until I was past the toddling 
stage. Then Dad had decided he was going to be responsi- 
ble for me completely. (Continued on Page 51) 















“Pou forced me to marry 

you. so now you have a hus- 

band. But let's get this 

straight, youll be my wife in 
name only.” 
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me something to re- 
nber. baby.” he said soft- 
“You're going to be my 
itwon'’t make any dif- 
ference.” 
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A BOXER'S WIFE 


Penny had been warned to make Jimmy pass up the big bout because 
he was not in condition but her greed for money almost cost her the 
thing that counted most. 


I FLUNG THE receiver down impatiently, 

lighted a cigarette, and began pacing rest- 
lessly up and down the long room. I knew 
Marty McBride well enough to know that 
when he called saying he had to see me imme- 
diately, it meant trouble. Well, I thought de- 
fiantly I’m just the gal who can kick trouble 
in the teeth. I ground out my cigarette and 
walked over to one of the long mirrors. As 
usual, the reflection pleased me. I was even 
more beautiful than when Jimmy and [| had 
married. 

I glanced around the room, a modern dec- 
orators dream with its thick carpets, heavy 
drapes and blond furniture. Everything was 
just the way I wanted it. I had worked hard 
for it all, and nothing was going to take it 
away from me, nothing! 

The sound of the doorbell jarred meg from 
my thoughts, and I went to answer it. Marty 
McBride walked in. He was a small man, 
dressed nattily as usual with an air of self 
assurance. 

“Hello, Penny,” he said, admiration in his 
eyes as he looked at me. “Another new out- 
fit?” 

“Look, Marty, let’s can the chit chat,” I 
said, ignoring the compliment. “I know you 
didn’t come for a social call.” 

He sat down then, lighted a cigarette, and 
studied me with his small, knowing eyes. 

“You’re right, kid. You’re not going to 
like what I’m going to say. But you’re the 
only one who can help me. I'll give it to you 
straight. Jimmy’s not ready for this fight 
with Jackson next month. He’s had too many 
matches in the last two years. He’s worn out. 


He won’t listen to me, but if you talk to him, 
he'll listen. He still thinks the world was 
made just for you. I want you to talk sense 
to him.” 

I lighted another cigarette, fighting for con- 
trol. I had had a feeling this was what Marty 
wanted. And it was definitely not what | 
wanted. 

“Jimmy’s not a kid,” I said at last. “He’s 
twenty-four. He ought to know whether he’s 
ready or not. Aren’t you acting like an old 
maid?” 

“You're right,” Marty answered. “He’s not 
a kid. But he hasn’t any sense when it comes 
to boxing. You know, baby, as well as I do 
that he fights because he wants to give you 
things, and for no other reason. What are 
you after now that he’s driving himself so 
hard?” 

I jumped up angrily. “Look, Marty,” | 
said again. “You’re his manager, and you're 
supposed to know everything, I guess. But 
remember how it all began? Have you for- 
gotten that day five years ago? You're the 
one who started all this. You wanted me to 
talk Jimmy into becoming a fighter, and | 
did. Now, you’re not satisfied.” 

“Sure, baby,” he said easily, ignoring my 
anger. “Jimmy was a natural, a sweet style 
and all. And he still has it. He put us all on 
the gravy train and it’s been great. But I'd 
like to keep it this way. If you keep pushing 
him, he'll turn into a punchy has-been. It’s 
been fun going up baby, but think of the 
down grade. You're not the type to manage 
well when he’s on the skids.” 

These last words made me stop and think 




















Risking her husband’s promising career so she could 
Continue to live in luxury was selfish, Penny knew, but 
how was she to know things would turn out as they did? 


for a moment. He was right. The top 
vas for me. But Jimmy was young and 
healthy. One more fight wouldn’t hurt 
him. And we needed the money. Some- 
ow, it didn’t last long. Marty was a 
rrier, that was all. 

‘l’ll put it on the line,” Marty, I said. 
We need this fight. We’re pretty low, 
id it takes money to live. After this 
ght we'll take a vacation. Let him rest 

if you think he needs it.” 

That’s not good enough,” he said 
enly. “Jackson’s tough, a real killer. 

will be the toughest fight Jimmy ever 
He’s not ready, he won’t be in a 
,onth. We need six months at least. 

be glad to stake you for a while . . . 
| you could cut down a little. All 

and the clothes and parties. . . .” 

“The way we live is our business,” I 

| angrily. “You’re his manager, but 

u don’t manage his home life. Keep 

our corner and I'll stay in mine.” 

He got up then and his eyes were cold 
s he looked at me. 

Okay, kid, I should’a known. But 

‘t push your luck too far. I’ve played 
square with you both. I thought you’d 

he same for me.” 

He turned and walked toward the 


Well, see you in Sunday school.” 
When he had gone, I sank down on 
of the curved couches. He had 
ed me a little, and | didn’t like it. 
he fight with Jackson was a big one, 
h the biggest purse yet. I had worked 
1 pushed and maneuvered to keep 
my going up. And I wasn’t ready to 
yet. He was on top and he was 
ng to stay there. I shrugged then, 
king off Marty’s warnings. He was 
rrier. Jimmy would make it okay. 
lay back and the soft cushions 
me a sensual pleasure. I thought 
nmy, his tall, hard leanness pressed 
t against my body, and the thought 
t pleasant shivers through me. After 
years of marriage, the guy could 
1ake my blood race and my body 
in expectation. Life has been 
| thought. All this and Jimmy 
jadn’t been easy at first though. 
ddered at the memory of my child- 


hood. I would never go back to that 
kind of living, never. I could almost 
smell the stale odor that always greeted 
me when I walked in the door of the 
big tenement we lived in. The place was 
dirty, noisy and dark. Our flat was one 
of the smallest, and the six of us, mom 
and dad and my three brothers had 
been so crowded that we practically 
tripped over each other. 

I had always hated it. The tough, 
tasteless food, the ill-fitting clothes. Ev- 
erything about it had been ugly. But | 
had been beautiful. Somewhere along 
the way I had gotten my sexy figure, my 
golden skin and velvet eyes. It wasn’t 
long before I had realized that with my 
looks the sky was the limit. And I 
decided to make it pay off. 

My plan was to finish high school, 
get a job, then meet the right man. The 
one who was on his way up. The one 
who could give me the things I dreamed 
about at night. Then I had met Jimmy, 
and almost lost sight of my goal because 
I fell in love with him. But that had 
turned into a good thing, too. 

Jimmy and his family had moved into 
the tenement the year I was a senior in 
high school. The first time I saw him | 
He was tall, lean 
He was 


felt a warm glow. 
with smooth skin like mine. 
handsome even then, and he still was not 


a grown-up man. We got acquainted and 
started dating. 

Oh, we couldn’t do much, Jimmy had 
no money. But sometimes we saw a 
movie, or went to the activities in the 
settlement house nearby. Other times we 
walked to the top of the tenement and 
watched the lights of the city like jewels 
in the night. Then I would think, some 
day I’m going to be out there, away 
from the dirt and smells. 

“What are you thinking, baby?” Jim- 
my asked me one night. 

“About life, I guess,” I answered. “I 
want something more than I’ve had. | 
don’t want to live like this.” 

“| don’t either, Penny,” he answered 
softly. “I’ve got big plans, and I’d like 
to count you in.” 

Suddenly I was in his arms and the 
night and my dreams were lost in the 
sudden excitement of his kisses. 

“What are your plans, honey?” I 
asked later. “They sound interesting.” 

“I’m going to be a doctor, Penny,” 
he answered seriously. “It may take a 
little time. But the end will be worth it. 
And with you beside me, I can do any- 
thing.” 

| was riding along on excitement that 
night, and I thought only of the pleasure 
of being a successful doctor’s wife. I 
didn’t think (Continued on Page 63) 
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Ti 
ume To Give Thanks 
ITH THE COMING of November come thoughts of harvest time and Thanks- 
giving. This is the traditional season of the year when we can pause to give 
thanks for our blessings, whether they be few or many. From orchard and field 
still come the bountiful fruits, grains and vegetables which marked the Pilgrims’ 
first Thanksgiving. 
The golden brown turkey, mouth-watering pumpkin pie, the fancy cookies 


and nuts are all symbolic of the bounty and promise of this land of opportunity. 
This is a festive season for old and young as autumn reaches its climax with 


football games, family reunions and plenty of fun for all to enjoy. 























FASHION 


Old Furs Get 
New Look 


\ FEW YEARS AGO, leather and suede outfits 
were considered a luxury and were almost 
hibitive in price as well as requiring special 
for wearing and cleaning. Only a chosen few 
he fashion-favored females could afford them. 
today, with all of the modern methods for 
ing and processing leather hides, there are 
|-made, artistically-designed garments to meet 
y budget, thus permitting more women to enjoy 
uxury of furs. 
kins can now be dyed almost any color to 
h any silk or wool desired. Many of the pastel 
hers can be wiped off with a damp cloth and 
t of soap. Suede does not respond to this 
thod but cleaning is a much cheaper process 


A, 
he 
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In the height of fashion, full-length coat of honey beige has full flare 
with deep-flapped patch pockets, outlined in stitching. Can be worn with 
or without belt. By Leather Modes, $125. 


Evening jacket of 24-carat gold leaf kid, is made in 
hug-me-tight style, has deep bat-wing sleeve, needs no 
trimming. By Samuel Roberts, $98. 











) Ps . ines 


Hip-length black, suede sport jacket, is Grey suede, three-quarter-length storm-type coat Jaunty suede sports jacket has 
lined in gray rabbit fur. Tapered has grey alpaca lining. Square sailor collar can patch pockets, deep cuffs and tie- 
sleeves can be worn pushed up. $59. be buttoned for warmth. By Leather Modes, $98. around belt. $50. 





wall 
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All-occasion party coats in soft pastel leather are trimmed in Leather and cashmere are dyed and combined to make this 
seed pearls, rhinestones, braids and velvet. Lengths vary from suit outstanding. Bat-wing leather jacket is trimmed with 

short bolero to below the hip. By Samuel Roberts, $98.95 up. soft, pale cashmere. By Samuel Roberts, $125. 
39 





BEAUTY 


Eyes Can 


Be Beautiful 


e pads can work wonders for very tired puffed eyes. In many 
es they will remove wrinkles. Eye pads are dipped in warm 
water and placed on the eyes for 15 minutes. 


sing a fine tooth comb, shape unruly hairs into place following 
eye line and making an arch so brows will have a definite 
shape. Then darken lashes with mascara. 


7 HAVE glamorous eyes one must 
treat them with utmost care and 
guard against eye strain, eye fatigue 
and over-use. Like pictures eyes look 
more important if properly framed. If 
one’s lashes are skimpy and brittle, use 
an eyelash cream to give softness to the 


lashes. Eye shadow is used to flatter the 
eyes but used cautiously in tones to 
match the eye color. Learn to smile with 
your eyes as well as your mouth. Empha- 
size the natural beauty with meticulous 
care in simple steps as shown on these 


pages. 


To pluck eye brows, remove only the lower hairs and stragglers. 
After plucking the brows, massage eyes and brows with a soft 
cream. Wipe gently with warm water to remove cream. 


Use eye brow pencil lightly to outline brows and add color. Ex- 
tend brow out and up. Use brown pencil unless eyes are black. 
Don’t use downward strokes as they have a tendency to add age. 





er the 


es to 
> with 
npha- 
ulous 
these 


lers. 
soft 












Glamorous Page 
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Real Human Mair 
Be more glamereus 
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REAL MOMAR HAIR 
Men will look often when you 
wear this Gorgeous Piece. 
Covers top and back of head 


with youthful-looking in 
front. Black, O8-Black, Bark 


Brown ~ $9.95 
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Women will envy your beauty! 
You'll marvel how this Wonder- 
ful Hair Attachment 


you into a Heavenly creation! 
ate 





ROYAL HIGHNESS 
CORONET BRAID 


Weave. Our finest quality 
ORDER 


NOW! &: 
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Long Hair 
Beauty 


LTHOUGH fashion trends recently 
have been for short, mannish hair 
its, there are still a number of women 





















have not and will not cut their hair 
are always looking for new ideas 

| styles that will add the ever-wanted 
h of beauty. There is no reason why 
men with long hair cannot create at- 
tive witchery with a most effective 
ffure that will cause ohs and ahs. 
plain chignon or bun at the back 
he neck can be arranged into many 
rt ways that will change the entire 
i contour and looks of the wearer. 
achieve the desired glamour, neat- 
and a smooth molding line are most 
ential. Hair sprays and liquid hair 
are most helpful in getting the de- 
well-groomed look. Flowers, jew- 

| pins, clips and little mesh caps that 
made just for long hair can be had 
1 few pennies and will help to create 
auty picture. 











unusual hairdo with long hair, comb hair high on back 
1d and divide in half. Make two soft rolls to give cluster 
d effect. Pin a cluster of flowers at the base of neck. 








For formal wear or very special festive occasions, nothing will add more glamour and 
look prettier than simple sprays of tiny flowers arranged artistically around the chignon. 
For neatness always use a fine natural hair net. 
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For very special occasions a brushed-in silver streak running 
straight through to the chignon gives a dramatic effect. Gay 
colored net held with rhinestone combs finishes hair smartly. 





Your secret to loveliness... Wear HOWARD'S Glamorous All-over “full-cap” WIGS 
... They GIVE YOU the LENGTH, COLOR and STYLE HAIR you want, instantly! 























8100: The DARLING: 1035: ITALIAN SISSILY: Full-cap Ne. 2010: ELEGANCE: All-over full- We. 450: VERSATILE: Half-cap all- No. 1425: POODLE CUT: All-overfull- No. 

All-over full-cap WIG. Feather No. WIG. New italian cut. Feather 1035 cap WIG of exciting curls and 2010 ever WIG. Shoulder length on 450 cap WIG. A real poodie cut ex- 1425 
curls all-around with imported 8100 curls and soft waves on Fit-Rite 50 waves. Smart short hair style on 95 imported net. Restyles into many 95 quisitely styled of real human 

hand made part on Fit-rite 2595 cap. Hand made imported part 29 imported net with ribbon part 25 hairdo's. Hand made ribbon part. 1 hair. Ribbon part. Anyone can 2495 


aplenty anengenatiges 1036: Matural part with each hair ingi- 2011: Natural hand-made part on Swiss 1560: Hand made natural silk part that "™"' sschnaeseiperate 
8101: Natural part with each vidually implanted by hand. $34.50 Silk cannot be detected. Lovely. $29.95 cannot be detected. Se smart.. $24. 1426: Hand-made natural silk part that 
—— by hand os FOR WIG SIZE...SEND HAT SIZE Send sample of hair...we match exactly cannot be detected. Smart... $29.95 


YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL... YOU'RE LOVELY... YOU'RE DESIRED... WHEN YOU 


HAVE that GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK 


All-Over 


Glamours with these “Real” Hairpieces 


ty howard tresses 
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317 West 125th St. © New York 27, N.Y. 
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Please rush me the newest Howard Tresses | 
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e child in five doesn’t like school and many children are disturbed by tests and poor 





grades because they feel inferior when comparing themselves with others. 


Children Have 
Their Worries, Too 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


| JMMY, WHAT AM I going to be 
when I grow up?” asked seven- 
ar-old Larry Wilson of his mother one 
ning as he helped her dry the dinner 
hes. Mrs. Wilson finished wringing 

t the dish cloth and hung it on the 
ack before answering. It was not the 
first time this question had been raised. 





She and Mr. Wilson had been hearing 
this same query quite regularly for the 
past several weeks. 

“T don’t really know, Larry,” she said 
lamely, just as she had on previous oc- 
casions. “You can be whatever you 
want to be. You may decide that you 
want to be a lawyer, a doctor, engineer 





or teacher, but whatever you decide that 
you want to be, I’m sure that Daddy 
and I will be pleased.” 

Later that evening, when Larry had 
been put to bed, Mrs. Wilson discussed 
with her husband this obvious concern 
which their youngster had evidenced re- 


garding his future as an adult. There | 
was no question but that Larry was | 


really worried about the matter and the 
Wilsons were wise in giving his prob- 
lem their immediate attention. 

Larry was by no means an isolated 
case. Even children younger than he 
would like to know what they are going 
to be when they grow up. To help 
Larry, the Wilson’s began a series of 
talks with him in which they brought 
out what sort of different things people 
do to earn a living, what training is 
necessary and how these occupations 
contribute to the welfare of others as 
well as to the welfare of the individuals 
pursuing them. 

They recognized that Larry was at the 
hero-worship stage and that it was dur- 
ing this period that altruism could be 
easily encouraged. They also recognized 
that Larry’s worries were just as real 
to him as their own worries about taxes, 
job security and the threat of atomic 
warfare. 

Most adults like to think of children 
as happy and care-free with no real 
concern about anything, but this is far 
from the truth. Childhood is often a 
period of anxieties and alarms which, 
to a child, are terribly important. Add 
to these the fact that a child often feels 
that he has no one with whom to share 
these fears, and one can understand 
better that a youngster’s life is not all 
bliss. 

Some of the many things about which 
youngsters worry were revealed in a 
study of 500 children, aged nine to thir- 
teen, made in Chicago several years ago. 
The investigators found that these chil- 
dren had over 200 different problems 
which were then classified in five gen- 
eral categories: 1. My Health; 2. Getting 
Along With Other People; 3. About Me 
and My School; 4. About Myself and 
5. About Me and My Home. 

These boys and girls were asked to 
write essays outlining their “problems.” 
A sixth-grader wrote: “I have a sore 
knee so I can’t play football. I can’t 
look at a show as my eyes hurt. My 
mother and father say that they can’t 
afford to buy me glasses.” 
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While most youngsters were not as 
bad off as this one, they, nevertheless, 
had plenty of complaints. Some com- 
plained about getting dizzy, others about 
getting out of breath when running and 
still others complained about pains in 
the ears, eyes or teeth. Younger chil- 
dren seemed to worry more about health 
problems than older ones. 

Vague aches and pains, even though 
they prove not to be serious, frequently 
indicate that a child needs more love and 
care than he is getting. Or he may be 
receiving too much of the over-anxious, 
fear-inducing kind. Psychiatric findings 
show that during puberty, girls and boys 
often worry needlessly over natural body 
changes as well as lags or spurts in 
growth. 

They worry for fear that they will be 
either too short or too tall, comparing 
themselves with brothers, sisters or 
friends who seem to be developing more 
favorably. Parents should help such 
children understand their own sexual 
development and physical maturing. 

A éonsiderable portion of the emo- 
tional disturbances which are found in 
the adolescent period are frequently 
due to the fact that boys and girls do 
not understand the changes that are tak- 
ing place in their own bodies. Not 
knowing anyone to turn to for informa- 
tion, they develop secret fears and anx- 
ieties about sex. Many nervous break- 
downs and other types of mental illness 
in later life can be traced to these early 
fears and anxieties. 

One of the commonest mistakes which 
parents make is to sidestep the earliest 
questions asked by tiny children. “He’s 
too young to understand,” some of them 
may say, but what these parents fail to 
take into account is the fact that a child 
old enough to frame a question is en- 
titled to receive some sort of an answer. 
If rebuffed at these early questions, he is 
likely to seek other sources, not always 
with the best results. 

The worries that children have about 
getting along with other people show 
that they want to please, if possible. 
When a child hangs back or is otherwise 
reluctant about meeting others, it is like- 
ly that he is simply bashful and shy or 
fearful of some imagined shortcoming. 
Children have strong feelings of inferi- 
ority or inadequacy. 

Boys usually want to know more 
about girls and girls want to know more 
about boys. Many want to learn to 


dance or take music lessons, another 
indication of their desire for improving 
their relationships with their fellows 
through the development of social skills. 

Investigators of another group of chil- 
dren found that about one child in five 
doesn’t like school, although little blame 
goes to teachers. Arithmetic, geography, 
history and social studies seem to be 
the least popular subjects. Taking tests 
and getting poor grades disturb many 
children. More intelligent parental in- 
terest in homework would serve to re- 
lieve the child of the feeling that he is 
struggling along alone. 

Almost a fourth of all fourth-graders 
worry for fear their mother or father 
will die. A youngster whose mother was 
going to the hospital for a routine check- 
up tearfully expressed fear that she 
would not return alive. He had prob- 
ably worried considerably about his 
mother even before he learned of her 
contemplated hospital visit, but had not 
become vocal about it until a “crisis” 
arose. 

In the matter of home relationships, 
it has been found that children worry 
about not being allowed to stay up to 
look at late television shows, not having 
enough money, not having a private bed- 
room of their own, not having Mother 
and Dad play. enough with them. 

Chronic nail-biting, stuttering, facial 
twitching and nightmares are often 
symptoms that a child is worried, par- 
ticularly when the doctor can uncover 
no physical ailment. Timid children 
try to escape their worries by daydream- 
ing, reading continuously or being over- 
addicted to the radio and television. 
The swaggering youngster tries to pre- 
tend to himself and others that he’s 
really not afraid of anything. 

Most childish worries will pass in 
time, but this does not mean that a child 
actually outgrows the habit of anxiety. 
The chances are that he will substitute 
new worries for old. Parents can do 
much to lessen a child’s worries by not 
exposing him so frequently to their own. 

Never belittle or ridicule a child’s 
worries and be ready at all times to 
listen to his troubles, real or fancied. 
Don’t set up impossible standards for 
him to meet and praise him for his 
achievements. Let him understand that 
whether he succeeds or fails, he can al- 
ways count upon your love and affec- 
tion. 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 





Mo 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Claustrophobia is just a 
fancy word for what most 
of us know as a “hemmed- 
in” feeling. Sometimes 
little folks get that feel- 
ing too, even though they 
don’t know what it is. So 
don’t let your darling 
spend too much time 
cooped up in playpen or crib. Once baby 
begins to creep, let him out for certain 
periods. Exploring various nooks and cran- 
nies of a room will help develop a sense of 
freedom and independence. And baby will 
learn a lot about handling himself. 





Mrs. Dan Gerber 





Tiny tykes tire of the same food meal in 
and meal out, even as you and I. So variety 
is a real spur to mealtime zeal. That’s why 
Gerber’s offer 4 good-tasting baby cereals. 
Now available in the new “Quad” package 
—small-size boxes of Rice, Barley, Oatmeal 
and Cereal Food (a mixed cereal) — all 
wrapped together for easy introduction of 
variety. Like Gerber’s regular-size cereals, 
each one has a delicate, distinctive flavor 
and the smooth, good-feeling texture little 
ones like. All pre-cooked! Just add milk; 
formula or other liquids. The “Quads” are 
enriched with iron, calcium and B-vitamins. 


Toe-tips. (1) If the toes of baby’s shoes 
get overly dirty, scrub ’em with an old, 
soapy toothbrush before applying polish. 
(2) A bit of cellophane tape, stuck to the 
tips of baby’s shoes, helps prevent scuffing. 


Soup’s on! Nothing more heartening for 
nippy November days...Gerber’s Strained 
or Junior Soups. Delicious because they’re 
a blend of several savory flavors. Nutritious 
because they combine 3 food groups: vege- 
tables, meats and cereals. Gerber’s Strained 
Soups are pureed to a smooth, pleasing 
texture —the Junior Soups have a thicker 
consistency for tots with a few teeth. 





Valuable of fer. Charming Gerber Baby 
Spoon, made of heavy Winthrop silver 
plate. Yours for just 15¢ and 6 labels or 
box-tops from any of Gerber’s Baby Foods. 
Send tome, at Dept. TA 11-4, Fremont, Mich. 
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|O MATTER HOW MANY times 
turkey is served during the year, 


hanksgiving affords another excuse to 
all out with a feast featuring the 
King of the Barnyard” in all his glory. 
urs ago, the turkey was all important 
t no matter what size the family, there 
s always a lot of leftover turkey to be 
armed up, or made into hash and soup 
days on end. 
But with scientific improvements in 
uultry raising, today’s turkey can be 
id in abundance in all sizes, ranging 
from two to eight pounds for broiling, 
irbecue and frying; or from eight to 
lve pounds for braising and roasting. 
matter what size the family, there is 
rd for it, with parts available as well. 
ome butchers will cut turkeys in‘half 
lesired, so one half may be used later. 
tile the cooking is basically the same, 
re are a few minor details to remem- 
Slow oven temperatures and a 
ger cooking time are important for 
ell-done succulent bird. Sauces and 
sssings may be added. The new small 
sions are tasty, flavorful and can 
ake a banquet of any meal. 


















Sliced Turkey 
And Crab Apples 


A 12-15 pound turkey is ideal for 
large families and leftover dishes. 
Allow three-fourths to one pound 
per person. Roast in slow oven 
until tender, allowing 25 minutes 
per pound for bird under 12 
pounds, 20 minutes per pound for 
larger one. Prepare tray of light 
and dark meat garnished with 
crab apples and parsley. 


A Family Turkey 





Broiled Turkey 
Place turkey halves, skin-side down, in broiling pan, brush with melted butter and season. 
Keep 7 to 9 inches from heat. Broil slowly 40-45 minutes. Turn and broil additional 30-40 
minutes. During last ten minutes, add several pre-cooked vegetables on a skewer. 
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Roast Turkey Rack 


Place turkey rack (full-sized breast) skin-side 
up in shallow open pan. Brush with melted 
fat and season. Spread with a loose cap of 
aluminum foil and place in a pre-heated slow 
oven (325°F.). When two-thirds done, place 
favorite stuffing under rack. Allow 3 to 4 
hours for an 8 to 11-pound breast rack. 





Roasted Half Turkey 


Sprinkle cavity with salt and fill with favorite 
stuffing. Place in roaster and cover with cloth 
dipped in margarine. Roast in slow oven 
325°F. When brown, baste often with mix- 
ture of % cup margarine, 1 tbsp. flour and % 
cup warm water. Remove cloth and garnish. 





Oven-Fried Turkey 


Cut up a 3 to 5-pound turkey, sprinkle with 
flour and seasoning. Brown in one cup fat in 


heavy skillet. Drain and place in shallow 
baking pan. Pour % cup melted butter and 
% cup broth or milk over bird. Place in slow 
pre-heated oven (325°F.) for 1% hours. Turn 
over to brown, basting frequently. 











“It’s never too early to learn how to 
cook!” So says Addie Mae Whittaker 
of Oakland, California, who teaches 
cooking to young girls at the De- 
Fremery Recreation Center. The 
oldest girl is twelve — the youngest 
only eight! 

Mrs. Whittaker says, “The main 
secret of good cooking is using good 
ingredients. That’s why we always 
use double-rich Carnation in recipes 
that call for milk. And if you don't 
think these youngsters are fast 
learners,” she smiles, “you should 
just taste the wonderful cookies, 
fudge and cream pies they can make 
with Carnation!” 

If you've used Carnation for only 
infant feeding and “creaming” cof- 
fee, try some soon in your cooking. 
Food authorities like Mrs. Whittaker 
will tell you there’s just nothing like 
it for creamy-rich flavor! 


_ SS 


Mrs. Whittaker says:“Even when young- 
sters make it, this fudge is always rich, 
smooth and failure-proof.” 


CARNATION 5-MINUTE FUDGE 
(Makes about 2 pounds) 


2% cup (small can) undiluted 
CARNATION EVAPORATED MILK 
124 cups sugar 
14% cups (16 medium) diced 
marshmallows 
142 cups semi-sweet == = 
chocolate bits : Coc <— SD 
1 teaspoon vanilla + —— : 
¥2 cup chopped nuts 
Combine Carnation 
and sugar in sauce- on 
pan. Heat to boiling, dma i 
then cook over me- 
Sem, ceelan sam ye } 
Ss. § se 
stantly. Remove from oe 
heat; add remaining 
ingredients and stir 
until marshmallows 
and chocolate are 
melted. Pour into but- 
tered square pan (8” 
x8”). Cool, then cut 
into 1” squares. 

















MILK 
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“We always use 
Carnation in my 


cooking classes” 


SAYS: 

Addie Mae Whittaker 
Recreation Director 
Oakland, California 


Here at DeFremery Recreation Cen- 
ter in Oakland, Mrs. Whittaker’s cook- 
ing students can hardly wait to see 
their latest creation—a luscious pump- 
kir pie made with Carnation. 





Mr. Whittaker, who is a deputy pro- 
bation officer, likes to start the day 
with a cup of coffee and a big bow! of 
cereal — both generously “creamed” 
with Carnation. 





Mr. and Mrs. Whittaker are shown 
here leaving St. Paul A. M. E. Church. 
Busy as she is, Mrs. Whittaker always 
finds time to test new and intriguing 
Carnation recipes. 


mecom: WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 


“from Contented Cows” 
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o 
**Was I thrilled when they selected 
me as a model waitress! The camera 


close-up test was a success, thanks 
Yes, you can beautify Xan 


to Black and White Vanishing 
your complexion the 


Cream under my make-up. And 
same way professional ¥* 


thanks, too, to the professional 
models do with Black and 


model who told me to use it to hold 
make-up on longer, fresher and 

White Vanishing Cream. 

It’s greaseless (can’t 


camera perfect.” 
Bette Finley 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 


New York, New York 
Remove make-up with Black and White 

Make-up looks fresher, 

skin feels softer. 


Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 

@ For face powder that 

clings like mist, 


lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 













































A Product of = 
General Foods. ? 


For only a fraction of a cent 


Calumet Baking Powder 


insures baking success! 


















cooked peas. Heat and serve on toast. Sprin- 









Saute 1 chopped onion, 1 cup chopped celery 


Add cup turkey gravy, cup chicken or beef 
stock. Cup diced turkey and cup cooked car- 


whole cranberry sauce, bits of diamond-shaped 
pastry and carrot rings. Bake 45 minutes. 








Leftover Turkey Roll 


Heat one cup turkey gravy, add one beaten 
egg, cup diced turkey and 2 tbsp. minced on- 
ion. Season to taste. Roll biscuit dough \% 
inch thick. Spread mixture on dough; roll up 
and seal. Bake in hot oven 450°F., 18 to 20 
minutes. Pour heated gravy over roll. 





P32 wis 
Turkey Casserole 
Cook % cup mushrooms in 2 tbsp. butter five 
minutes. Blend 1% tbsp. flour, % tsp. salt 
and 1] tsp. Worcestershire sauce. Cook 1 cup 
milk with mixture until thickened. Add % 
cup chopped green pepper, % cup chopped 
stuffed olives, 1% cups diced turkey, 1 cup 











in 2 tbsp. fat, add % cup flour and brown. | 


rot rings. Pour into pie shell, top with 1 can / 








kle %4 cup peas on top. 
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Is 
There 

A Man 
For Me? 


(Continued from Page 31) 


as I enjoyed his company it was easy to 
see that it was too hard on him. Yet every 
time I mentioned it, Jack would insist 
that I not worry abou: him. 

We never got beyond the hand-holding 
stage, partly because he was rather shy 
and partly because I was not in love with 
him, even though I liked him a lot. It was 
good to have someone to talk with, and 
Jack and I shared many happy moments 
on those long rides home. Then, one night 
the cab had barely turned the corner be- 
fore Jack began nodding and a few min- 
utes later he was fast asleep, his head on 
my shoulder. 

I realized then that it would be unfair 
of me to let him give up his rest in order 
to keep me company. So we had a long 
talk and it ended with us agreeing that we 
would remain good friends but nothing 
more.- That winter I worked on the West 
Coast, but the following year I was back 
in Chicago and living at the same place. 
Jack was glad to see me again and he 
laughingly reminded me that he had vowed 
to remain single until I agreed to marry 
him. I was more than ever convinced that 
I had done the right thing in not encour- 
aging his attentions. I don’t think I could 
ever deliberately lead a person on. 

That’s because I’m a sensitive person. 
Most sideshow “freaks” are, although we 
have learned to conceal our emotions and 
inner feelings because we are constantly 
on display. 

Mixed in with the memories of close 
friendships are the times when I’ve known 
what it is to be so lonely it hurts. I guess 
I feel most alone when I am standing up 
on the platform before a large audience 
and can almost feel their eyes on me. When 
I let myself return their stares I see pity, 
disbelief, amusement—but very seldom 
love or understanding. 

Now and then one of the more curious 
will get close enough to touch my extra 
pair of legs, as if to see if they are real. 
There is a standing offer of a $10,000 re- 
ward to anyone who can prove I am a fake. 
It goes without saying that no one has ever 
collected because I was born this way 22 
years ago in Albany, Ga. Due to some 
strange mix-up in the cells at the time of 
conception, what would have been my twin 
sister never completely developed and I 
was born with an extra body. The midwife 
who delivered me was terrified; she 
thought that somehow she was to blame. 

I can understand how the poor woman 
must have felt for there was a time in my 
life when I wanted to blame someone— 
even myself—for the handicap I was born 





with. Although I broke into show business 
when I was barely a year old, it was a 
long time before I felt different from other 
kids, and even longer before I fully real- 
ized what it meant to be an exhibit. My 
mother and father surrounded me with 
love and affection. And being part of a big 
family helped make things easier for me 
because it gets you accustomed to living 
with people and getting along. At home 
we never paid much attention to my condi- 
tion and we kids never mentioned it. I 
don’t ever recall being called unpleasant 
names. 

But after reaching the age of 12, I didn’t 
play much with my brothers and sisters, 
preferring to make up my own games and 
play alone. All along I had been the main 
support of my family, but I still spent 
more time at home than I did away. Going 
into my teens brought a change in me. I 
resented being left out of things that other 
girls my age were enjoying. Mostly, I felt 
badly about not going out with boys. 

Of course, there were fellows at the little 
school I went to, and later in high school 
there were boys I would have liked to 
know better. But our only conversations 
were about school work, and I seldom saw 
them after classes. At school dances, it 
was never much fun for me because danc- 
ing was awkward. The boys who danced 
with me did so because they felt they 
ought to, and most of the evening I would 
sit on the sidelines with my girl friends 
around me, laughing and talking and do- 
ing their best to see that I had a good time. 
After the dance, some one would drive the 
girls home—always dropping me off first. 

The few, and often very brief romances 
I have had may not sound very exciting 
compared to those of most other girls, but 
I cherish each one of those memories. My 
first was strictly a one-sided affair because 
the boy—his name was Nathaniel—never 
knew how I felt about him. I was 13 when 
I entered high school and it was there that 
I met Nathaniel. I believed that I loved 
him and this feeling lasted for many years 
afterward. Most girls would have consid- 
ered it just a schoolgirl crush, but to me 
it was important. 

I’d see Nathaniel in the halls and find 
some way to make him talk to me. He was 
always polite but our conversations never 
went beyond exchanging a few words about 
our school subjects. 

“Did you get that last math problem?” 
I'd ask, hoping all the time he could see 
in my eyes the way I felt about him. 

“That one was easy, Betty Lou,” he’d 
answer, “but one of the others gave me a 
little trouble.” 

Then we'd discuss it for a few moments, 
and that was all. That did not stop me 
from having all sorts of day dreams about 
the two of us, and once when there was to 
be a big dance at the school I bought a 
very beautiful dress to wear and imagined 
myself dancing in Nathaniel’s arms. I 
could hardly wait for the dance night to 
come, but even as I took the dress out and 
looked at it every night I knew that I would 





Mealtime for baby can be especially 
satisfying with the Davol “Anti-Colic’® 
Nurser. That’s because it features the fa- 
mous “Anti-Colic” Nipple . . . the exclu- 
sive design of which encourages natural 
sucking action . . . helps prevent air 
swallowing. This means fewer interrup- 
tions, more contented feedings. 





Meets the needs of the individual baby! 
The Davol Nurser can actually be “regu- 
lated” to baby’s own feeding pace. By 
loosening or tightening the collar, you 
speed up or slow down flow of formula 
as your little one’s appetite demands. 
Works equally well with thick or thin 
formula. What’s more, bright blue 
ounce-markings on bottle insure accurate 
measuring. 





New Davol Termi-Caps® (rubber nip- 
ple covers) assure complete sterile storage 
for nipples right up to feeding time. No 
inverting of nipple for storage. No up- 
righting for feeding. Once you twist 
Termi-Cap in place, your hands never 
come in contact with nipple. When you 
re-heat bottle, keep Termi-Cap in place 
. .. Whisk it off when you're ready to feed 
baby. Only 10¢ each at leading drug stores. 





DAVOL RUBBER COMPANY, PROVIDENCE 2, R. |. 
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not go to that dance. Lovely as it was, the 
dress did not fit me because of my other 
body; besides, Nathaniel had not invited 
me to go with him. 

Although I thought once or twice I 
would do the asking, I never did. On the 
night of the dance I stayed home, lay in 
bed and cried myself to sleep. In those 
days I cried a lot. I’d cry at home or in 
the park or anywhere. I even got so I 
hated to go to bed because to me a bed 
was a place to cry in. Little things would 
make me cry but never made me angry. I 
would hurt inside but I would never let 
it show. 

Despite my handicap, I have my share 
of proposals. Last season, for instance, 
four different men asked me to marry 
them. I turn such proposals down because 
I can never be sure whether it’s my money 
or me they want. The man I marry must 
be ambitious and willing to work. 

I go to the movies quite often, three 
and four times a week, and I remember 
one of Lana Turner’s films. She played 
the role of a rich girl who had trouble 
finding a husband because most of the men 
were after her bank account, not her. In a 
way, I guess that’s my trouble. 

{ make $750 a week, but I send most of 
it home. When a man asks me how much 
[ make, I am suspicious. And I am leery 
of any man who shows a sudden interest 
in me, especially if they ask me.to marry 
them after the first meeting. I know from 
talking to people and from my own experi- 
ence that you don’t marry a person the 
first time you meet them. 

Other girls in the freak show have the 
same problem and I suppose the men do, 
too. We talk about things like that be- 


tween shows. 


‘OME PEOPLE WERE surprised when 
my much-publicized romance with an 
ex-GI, Ernest J. Lombard, Jr., cooled off 
and finally ended. For several months, 
Ernie and I spent most of our time to- 
gether and were apparently heading for a 
wedding. Then something happened and 
we didn’t see each other so often and 
finally, not at all. 

It would be foolish for me to deny that 
I was hurt by the way our romance turned 
out—foolish and untrue. 

So I will admit that I was very disap- 
pointed that we found we could not make 
it together. But the way I look at it, things 
could have turned out much worse. Sup- 
pose we were already married when we 
learned we were not for each other? 

Meeting Ernest, falling in love with him 
and sharing so many good times together 
was about the biggest event in my life as 
far as any man was concerned. And now 
that it’s over I have no regrets. Any girl 
likes being showered with attention from 
1 man and—again—I am no different from 
other girls in that regard. 
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A lot of things have been said about 


Ernest and the reason he took up with me, 
hut I prefer not to go into that. What is 
more important to me is that I am no 
longer resigned to becoming an old maid 
hefore I can look forward to love. In spite 
of everything I am grateful to Ernest for 
helning me to get a new slant on life. 

Mv love life was not very exciting he- 
fore I met Ernest down in San Antonio. 
Texas. He was a handsome ex-GI from 
New Iberia. La. He came by the place 
where I was working and later phoned me 
at the hotel where I was staying. It was 
plain that he had a way with women, but 
T am not the type to be rushed off my feet. 
Ernest came around for quite a while 
before we finally went out together to the 
movies. Then we spent more and more 
time together and when I went to New 
York he traveled with me. 

Ernest was a nice talker and fun to be 
with and we decided to get married. Of 
course, the announcement brought all 
kinds of publicity, some of it favorable 
and some of it bad. There were stories 
that my parents objected but that is not 
true. My mother has never interfered in 
the marriages of any of her children, and 
although I have not been home since all 
this came up, I did write her and tell her 
of my plans. She replied that if it was 
what I wanted then it was all right with 
her. 

Perhaps she didn’t raise any objections 
because her intuition told her things 
would work out for the best anyway. I 
don’t know; older folks have a way of 
looking ahead and seeing things we young 
people can’t see. At any rate, Ernest moved 
away from the hotel at Coney Island where 
I was staying and is now living somewhere 
in Manhattan. He is going to music school 
studying voice. One gossip columnist pre- 
dicted that after Ernest finishes his lessons, 
he and I are going to form a vaudeville 
team, but all that is news to me. 

There is sort of a bond between carnival 
folks because we are set apart from other 
people. We live in a world of our own, 
and no matter where you work, you run 
into people you’ve worked with before at 
one time or another. I consider myself 
fortunate because I have so many good 
friends in show business. Sometimes freaks 
in a show argue about who is the biggest 
attraction. I am not boasting but I am the 
feature attraction wherever I go, white 
or colored, and no one denies that. 

Just the other day, the wife of the “alli- 
gator man,” whose skin is covered with 
scaly skin, returned from a trip and came 
to my dressing room. 

“T’ve got something for you, Betty Lou,” 


aaa halle eat iniaieii * 
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she said after I asked her how she en- 
joyed her trip. 

She gave me a box of talcum powder 
she’d brought back with her. She happens 
to be a white woman from somewhere in 
the South, but she is always doing nice 
little things like that. 

Yet, no matter how kind people are to 
me, I still yearn for real love and affection 
—just like any girl. In every large city 
where I appear I’ve been examined by 
doctors, and some of them have offered to 
operate on me. I thank them, but say no, 
although I’m glad that they all agree that 
I have a good chance to marry and bear 
children as I am. 

For one while I was going around with 
a fellow who was a plumber. The first 
time he kissed me was when we were 
driving to my hotel after the show. Ordi- 
narily I go to the fair grounds in a cab 
and leave the same way. But this time he 
asked me to come out with him and I did. 
When we got to my hotel, he put his arms 
around me and kissed me goodnight. 

For three weeks he came every night 
and on Thursday, my day off, he took me 
to the beach, I did not swim and neither 
did he. I didn’t want him to be embar- 
rassed because people stare so. Sometimes 
they ask me if I’m pregnant and if I say, 
“No,” they look amazed, and I have to 
explain. But most of the time I say, “Yes,” 
and they shake their heads and walk away. 

I have written articles for several pub- 
lications, and after each one I get lots of 
letters, many of them containing proposals 
of marriage. Some people ask me why I 
don’t marry a fat boy or an armless won- 
der, but I want my husband to be an ordi- 
nary man. 

He will have to like to live in a trailer 
because I like trailers. I have a little 
kitchen and bath all to myself and that 
gives me a feeling of privacy. Being an 
exhibit makes you want privacy a lot more 
than other people do. When I am in my 
trailer or alone in my hotel room, I day- 
dream about the home I want to have 
some day, about retiring from show busi- 
ness and settling down with the man I 
love. 

Sure, sometimes I get discouraged. They 
say that for every girl there’s a man and 
for every man there’s a girl somewhere in 
this world—it’s hard to believe sometimes. 
Still, I keep looking and hoping. Life 
without hope can be misery. 

I have been on exhibit since I was a 
year old, and thousands of eyes have 
looked on me. I see all the emotions there 
are in those eyes . . . curiosity, pity—yes, 
and revulsion. Some day I will look up 
and see love. THE END 
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One 
Forbidden 
Night 


(Continued from Page 32) 


I knew how horrified he’d be when I 
faced him and told him that I'd gotten 
into trouble; that I had certain knowledge 
that an illegal child was growing inside of 
me. I knew, however, that Dad’s horror 
would be swallowed up in his great con- 
cern and love for me. I also knew that he 
would demand a showdown with Danny. 

How can I blame Danny for hating me 
when I remember in what a sneaky way I 
went about the whole thing. When Id 
had my first suspicions about being preg- 
nant, I hadn’t confided in anyone—not 
even Danny. I'd lived in a torment of fear 
and hope; fear of the relentless progress 
of time and the growing burden of little 
life and hope that some miracle would 
happen to give me strength to tell Danny. 

I never found that strength because my 
sense of guilt was so intense. Guilt about 
taking Danny away from the girl he really 
loved. Guilt because of the other fellows 
I'd fooled around with before and after my 
affair with Danny. 

I know this makes me sound as if I 
were some kind of immoral young monster 
and. to tell the truth, I suppose that is 
what I made of myself and all because of 
jealousy and my hideous inferiority com- 





plex about looks. 

When I was old enough to talk and to 
notice that other childen had two parents 
to my one, I began asking Dad questions 
about the mother who he told me had 
“gone away to rest.” It was like hearing 
some wonderful fairy tale to listen to Dad 
talk about Mother’s beauty. Too young to 
realize it then, I think that as I stared at 
the big, pretty picture of her in the frame 
on Dad’s dresser, I was comparing myself 
with her in the mirror directly behind the 
picture; comparing myself and wondering 
why God hadn’t made me attractive like 
my “gone away” mother. 

Certainly, there wasn’t anything repul- 
sive about my looks—or even anything you 
could call ugly. I was just plain, plain as 
I could be. I remained plain as I grew 
older and as I did, I became more and 
more self-conscious about it. It was just 
a trick of fate that the teen-age crowd with 
which I associated included at least a half- 
dozen girls who were especially pleasing 
to the eye in face and form. 

Those who didn’t have singularly good 
looks had been favored in some other way. 
There were a couple of girls in the crowd 
who were born geniuses in creative direc- 
tions like art and poetry. Still another was 
president of our high school honor society 
and consistently attained the highest 
grades of any of the students. Even Donna 
Brooks, no American beauty, had been 





blessed by fate. Her father was one of 
the wealthiest business men in our Ja- 
maica, Long Island community. 

My relationship with the rest of the girls 
in the crowd was a very peculiar one. As 
the years have gone by, I understand now 
that they sincere friends and ac- 
cepted me as one who “belonged” just as 
I imagined 


were 


surely as any one of them. 
that they were especially kind to me, that 
they were condescending in their attitude; 
that they pitied me. 

I was always suspicious when one of 
the fellows asked me to date him. I didn’t 
have a steady boy-friend of my own. That 
was mainly my fault, although I had no 
way of knowing it. I was so eager to be- 
come outstanding in the crowd that the 
minute a fellow showed a little interest in 
me, I became possessive and obvious in 
my attempt to claim him for my own. 

This meant that whatever chances I had 
for a boy-girl friend tieup were very short 
lived. The fellows and girls in the crowd 
were at the age when they wanted easy- 
going, more or less casual alliances, noth- 
ing heavy or dramatic like I wanted to 
achieve. 

At the age of sixteen—my 
birthday, in fact—I made the 
which started me on the wrong path. It 
was. a decision which I believed would 
solve my problem, my sense of inferiority. 

I wanted popularity. I wanted to be 
noticed. No matter what the price, I had 
to make myself feel important. 

In our crowd the code was that of the 


sixteenth 
decision 


girls from self- 
indulged in just 
so much harmless necking. Of course, boys 
wouldn’t be boys if they hadn’t wanted to 
take things further. You were quite flat- 
tered because they did, but you never let 
This refusal to give in was what 


average bunch of “nice” 
respecting families. You 


them. 
they expected of you, even though they 
pretended to be disappointed. 

One of the girls in the crowd—Sadie 
Warren, my friend—said some 
things which started my brain awhirl. Sa- 
die was at the house on the afternoon of 
my birthday. Dad was giving me a party 
and Sadie had come over to help with last 


closest 


minute details. 

“You know, Diane, boys mature quicker 
than girls,” she observed as we got the 
living room ready for the party, Sadie 
dusting and I tacking up decorations. 

“Gee, what a brilliant observation, hon- 
ey.” I exclaimed with affectionate sarcasm. 

Sadie giggled. 

“No, what I mean is this,” she ex- 
plained. “I mean that, before you know it, 
we girls are going to lose out with the 
fellows in the crowd.” 

“How do you mean?” I wanted to know. 

Sadie looked around to make sure Dad 
wasn’t anywhere in the immediate vicinity. 

“What I mean is that the fellows are 
getting pretty sick and tired of our being 
so dawgonned good. They’re getting to the 
age where they want some fun and not the 
kind that means they get pushed away and 
told to go home just when the petting is 
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a pension. 
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mous flavoring and the 48-Cup Urn 
is yours. Not a penny of your own 
money is needed—ever. Rush name, 
address for details of amazing offer. 

Anna Elizabeth Wade 


1550 Tyree St., Lynchburg, Va. 
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getting interesting and exciting.” 

My mouth opened wide as I grasped the 
meaning of Sadie’s remarks. 

“Then you think we should... . 

Sadie interrupted me hastily. 

“IT don’t know what I think. It’s just 
that I’m having an awful problem with 
Georgie. He’s getting more and more in- 
sistent about having what he calls ‘a good 
time.’ In plain language that means he 
wants me to let him go all the way. The 
other night, he lost his temper when I 
wouldn’t let him have his way. He told me 
that, after all, he’s a red-blooded boy and 
he’s only human. He hinted that there are 
plenty of girls around who aren’t old- 
fashioned like the girls in our crowd. 
Georgie said lots of the fellows feel that 
way.” 

“Did you ?” T began breathlessly. 

Sadie turned her head away quickly. 

“Let’s not get so personal,” she said, 
trying to joke away the subject. I stared 
at her back. I would have bet anything 
that Sadie had given in to Georgie in order 
to keep him. 


” 


E DROPPED THE topic after that. 

That is, we stopped talking about it. 
I couldn’t get it off my mind, however. I 
kept wondering if I hadn’t stumbled on 
the way to accomplish what I wanted. 
Maybe I couldn’t have looks or genius or 
money. One thing I knew I had; that was 
a well-developed set of curves. Maybe this 
was my chance to become popular. I 
wasn’t exactly a dummy about sex matters. 
I'd done a lot of reading and Dad had 
told me a great deal. 

I'd always been a 
much because of Dad’s sympathetic advice 
as because I had wanted to follow the 
decency code of my circle. Many times I’d 
been stirred to faint excitement and curi- 
osity by fellows with pleading voices and 
explorative hands. I’d always known how 
to say “no.” 

To my knowledge there were plenty of 
girls my age who'd had a couple of years 
experience. All you had to do was be 
smart, pick the right partner and protect 
yourself against getting into trouble or get- 
ting talked about too much. 

Triumphantly, having gone out of my 
way to make wrong seem right, I decided 
there was something I could do which 
would put me out in front in the crowd. 
Except for Sadie, I was certain all the 
girls were virgins. The fellows were get- 
ting tired of this, Sadie had said. Maybe 
I could get myself a steady boy friend if I 
showed him I was broad-minded and will- 
ing to “have fun.” 

The idea kept growing in my mind. By 
the time of the party, I had decided to find 
out how well my new scheme would work. 

I really didn’t have any intention of put- 
ting it into operation immediately, but ev- 
erything seemed to conspire to make 
things just right for what happened. 

The party got under way full blast by 
ten o'clock. Reluctantly Dad had con- 
sented to letting us spike the punch. I’m 


“good” girl, not so 


sure he had no idea how severely we 
spiked it. After making sure everyone was 
at home, he went off to bed. 

“You young folks have fun and behave,” 
he warned mischievously. 

I'd received some beautiful presents and 
since this was my party, I was for once in 
the spotlight I so craved. I was really 
happy that night and the punch which I 
drank constantly gave me my first feeling 
of the alcoholic exhilaration. 

My current friend at the time was War- 
ren Sparks. Warren had taken me out 
twice. No one took that seriously, least of 
all Warren. Really. everyone had the feel- 
ing he was on lend-lease terms with me 
because he was the heart-throb of Lillie 
Shaw, one of the cutest girls in the crowd. 
Lillie and Warren had gone through some 
sort of lover’s spat. As far as the crowd 
was concerned—including me—I was a 
temporary fill-in, so much so that Lillie. 
who adored Warren didn’t even seem dis- 
turbed by his attentions to me. 

About midnight, the party had reached 
the blue light stage. Couples danced in- 
timately, their bodies close together. On 
the couches and in the chairs, some mild 
petting was in course. My own mounting 
gaiety and sense of daring made me dance 
in Warren’s arms in a suggestive way Id 
never permitted myself to do before. | 
could feel his arms tightening about my 
waist. 

“You feel pretty groovy tonight, don’t 
you, sweetheart?” he whispered in my ear. 

“You're so right, honey,” I told him. 
“What’s more I’m a little sick of this stuffy 
room.” 

Warren didn’t need any more of a hint 
than that. 

We stole out of the room, as far as we 
could tell, unnoticed. Leading Warren by 
the hand, I took him out on the back 
porch. It was black as pitch and the cool 
suggestion of a faint breeze steadied me. 
taking away the dizzying feeling I'd had 
inside, still leaving me warmed and stimu- 
lated by the glow of liquor inside of me. 

Warren and I sat on the studio couch on 
the porch, the couch Dad always reclined 
on afternoons, reading his newspaper. 

Warren gave a slight gasp of amazement 
when, without waiting for him to make the 
first move, I flung my arms around him 
and kissed him with an intensity and pas- 
sion which was completely different from 
anything I’d ever known or felt. 

He wasn’t long in recovering. He pushed 
me gently down in a lying position across 
his lap and his lips were hard on mine, 
his breath coming hard and fast. A great 
excitement whirled inside of me. I could 
virtually hear my heart thumping. Our 
kisses became more impassioned and 
longer-held. Next thing I knew, Warren’s 
hands were caressing me with an abandon 
which only a day before would have 
frightened me and made me want to strike 
out at him in fury. 

I knew now that it was inevitable for the 
wonderful, terrible thing to happen to me, 
the mystery of sex, for the first time. I 
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felt like I was being catapulted downhill 
to some deep valley without a bottom. I 
opened my eyes to see one shining star 


above us. Warren closed my eyes with 
a kiss and suddenly I could no longer 
see the star—only Warren’s face above 


mine. only his strength matching its force 
with my Then I knew a deli- 
cious hurting rapture 

For almost an hour afterward, Warren 
and I sat on the porch talking. The 
of disaster which was creeping up on me, 
the shock of shame at what I had done 
were overpowered by the triumph I found 
in his new attitude, the change of his 
tone. the way he held me tenderly as if he 
had just discovered me. 

“Honey, I didn’t know you cared about 
me enough for that,” he was saying. 

I had him. Warren belonged to me. For 
the first time I could claim a fellow of 
my own. He wouldn’t run away. He 
couldn’t. I had demonstrated the only 
kind of power I knew how to exert. No 
beauty. No wealth. No talent. But I could 
excite and stimulate him. He would never 

back to Lillie with her old-fashioned 
purity. I was his girl. 

Warren telling me he 
that the wanted me to be his “steady.” 
sealed our vow with a lingering kiss. 

It was almost two o'clock when we 
crept back into the house, trying to look 
innocent and mingle again with the almost 
breaking-up party. 

A thrill shot through me. a savage, evil 
thrill when I noticed Lillie sitting all by 
herself in a corner near the window. 

She stood up angrily as we came into 
the room. She walked over to us. 

“Well, where you two lovebirds 
been?” she demanded hotly. “Not looking 
at the moon all this time?” 

I was silent, looking at Lillie with a 
supercilious smile. Warren answered her. 

“T really don’t think it’s any concern 
of yours, dear.” he told Lillie coldly. 

Bursting into tears, Lillie ran into the 
bedroom where the coats were stacked on 
the bed. Minutes later, she slammed an- 
refusing offers of 


weakness. 


sense 


me; 


We 


was loved 


have 


grily out of the door, 
some of the more gentlemanly boys to take 
her home. 

Most of the crowd tried to act as if they 
didn’t know anything had happened. But 
I could feel their curious looks on me. I 
had shown them that I was not just the 
plain girl of the crowd. Taking Warren 


away from his good-looking girl friend 
had given them a new respect for me, I 
felt. 


The idea of creating sensations like this, 
focusing attention on myself and breaking 
up budding romances became something 
like a fever in me within the next few 
months. I had several more affairs with 
Warren and when I had him reduced to a 
state of almost slavish loyalty. I coolly 
informed him that I thought he’d better 
go back to Lillie. It wasn’t Warren I’d 
wanted in the first place. It was the excite- 
ment of becoming noticed, being the cen- 
ter of attention. 
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EVER. Why take chances 
other women who 
may be using mysterious 
charms? This is your chance 
to learn and use Secrets of 
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HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
the very essence of confidential advice that a 
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Next I set out to capture another attrac- 
tive boy. Donald Marsh. had been 
going steadily with Jennie Foster for two 
years. Donald was a little harder to con- 
quer than Warren had been. He and Jen- 
nie were practically engaged. But Donald 
was like the rest of the fellows—impatient 
for thrills. tired of going along with the 
“wait until we get married” program. I 
lured him to the house several times and 
practiced my new siren personality on him 
so expertly that he finally gave in. 

Donald tried his best to keep our affair 
a secret, to keep Jennie from knowing 
about it. But after a weeks when I 
had him really going, I told him in no 
uncertain terms that I had to be his girl- 
friend so everyone would know it, or else 
we'd have to quit. I had him hooked then 
because I'd learned many of the tricks 
unscrupulous females can put into play to 
arouse and sustain the desire of a man. 
Donald gave Jennie her engagement ring 
back and a week later, I him his 
walking papers. 

By this time. I was beginning to be very 
much disliked and feared by the crowd. 
The word went around that I was a dan- 
gerous person. I revelled in this noto- 
riety. For I felt that I was now truly im- 
portant. It didn’t even concern me that 
I had lost the confidence and affection of 
I was no longer officially 


who 


few 


gave 


sincere friends. 
included in the activities of the crowd, no 
longer invited to their parties or picnics. 
I cared little for that. My life was exciting 
enough. 

It so happened that both Warren and 
Donald had been honorable enough not to 
“talk” and destroy my reputation. This 
meant that a number of the fellows in the 
crowd who had never paid me much atten- 
tion began to wonder what mysterious 
power I had over the opposite sex. 

Even when the girls spitefully told the 
fellows what methods I'd used to take 
Warren and Donald their sweet- 
hearts, the fellows believed this was jeal- 
ousy speaking. 

There 
sordid young life 


from 


several other boys in my 
after Warren and Don- 
ald. The horrible part of it all was that 
I cared nothing for of them. I took 
them merely to prove that I could. I took 
them because I wanted to prove my su- 
periority over the girls who thought they 
owned them, lock, stock and barrel. 


were 


any 


IFE IS SUCH A logical thing. It seems 


incredible so often that people who 
do monstrous wrongs can get away with 


them so often and so long and seemingly 
enjoy the utmost happiness while others 
who obey the laws of man and God endure 
all sorts of suffering. Yet, as I say, life is 
logical. If you look around you, you will 
find that, no matter how long it takes or 
in what form it shows up, retribution cer- 
tainly descends on those who break the 
commandments of decency. 

When I met Danny, I had no faint no- 
tion that he was to be the symbol of my 
bitter payment for my sins. All I knew was 


that I was attracted to him from the 
time I saw him get out of a taxi in front 
of the Savoy Ballroom in Harlem. The 
occasion was one of the regular affairs of 
the swank Guardsmen Club. Danny was 
Donna Brooks, Jamaica’s first 
of the Negro social register. 
posi- 


escorting 
young lady 
I'd always heartily envied Donna’s 
tion and her dad’s wealth. 

Now, as I went into the Savoy with my 
escort—Joe Midge, the current stolen boy 
friend—lI envied her the tall. gentle-faced 
boy she had in tow. I remember the dis- 
tinct impression that Danny didn’t look at 
all the type in which I specialized. He 
wasn't elegant or handsome or even un- 
usually good-looking. I remember thinking 
myself foolish as I told myself he had a 
sort of spiritual look—a sensitive quality 
which spoke of extreme breeding and deep 
earnest culture. 

I found myself on the lookout for him 
during the merry evening of dancing and 
drinking. Once, looking for him so hard 
in the great whirl of dancing couples. I 
was startled to see him directly behind me 
and my partner. He was dancing with 
Donna, talking to her with a tender inten- 
sity. His eyes happened to meet mine. 

They were beautiful eyes, probably the 
only outstanding thing about him physi- 
cally. They were gray eyes, compelling 
and almost hypnotically strange. A mes- 


sage seemed to flash between us. Don’t 
ask me what it was or what it said. But I 
felt a strange and new thrill. More im- 


portant, I determined in that minute that 
I must meet him. 

By this time I was expert at carrying 
out such resolves. Donna was. of course, 
one of the girls who had no love or respect 
for me. But my escort. Joe, stood pretty 
high with the bunch. I managed to get Joe 
to take me over to a section of the ball- 
room where the erowd had obtained boxes 
We mingled with them. I being 
greeted with distant politeness. I worked 
my way Danny who had left 
Donna momentarily to greet some friends. 

Not caring saw my maneuver. I 
casually placed myself in a position where 
Danny had to almost knock me down as 
he turned around to rejoin the crowd. 
he apologized as he nar- 


together. 
close to 


who 


“Tm 
rowly missed bumping into me. 

I had to work fast. 

“I’m not.” I declared breathlessly. “I 
got in your way so you'd have to speak to 
me—and maybe ask me to dance.” 

The gray eyes bored through me, at 
first with great seriousness. Then Danny 
laughed. 

“Why not?” he agreed. 

As we walked toward the dance floor, 
I could imagine the bitter, appraising 
looks and catty remarks of the girls. I was 
sure that someone was telling Donna she'd 
better watch her man. Oddly, I didn’t 
experience the sense of exultation which 
this sort of thing usually gave me. Usu- 
ally, I did things like this for effect. This 
time it was different. I couldn’t explain it 
to myself, yet it seemed so important 


sorry.” 





de 
hi 


fo! 


so 


Ove 
tab 


rie 
fev 
hin 
Lo: 
dis 
get 
tole 
He 
qi 
ing 
min 
6 
hac 
I 
saic 
war 
did: 
Iw 
“ 
joye 
said 
talk 
to 
muc 
nun 
mou 
to | 
I'd 
ther 
I 
wrol 
gave 
that 
dani 
by : 
was 





1 the 
front 
The 
irs of 
was 
first 
‘ister. 


posi- 


h my 
1 boy 
faced 
- dis- 
ok at 

He 
. un- 
king 
ad a 
ality 
deep 


him 
and 
hard 
es, I 
1 me 
with 
iten- 


> 


the 
hysi- 
ling 
mes- 
lon’t 
ut I 

im- 
that 


ying 
Irse, 
pect 
‘etty 
Joe 
pall- 
oxes 
Ping 
-ked 
left 
nds. 
r, 4 


1ere 


— 


< to 


at 
nny 


»0r, 
ing 
was 
ed 
In’t 
ich 
isu- 
‘his 
1 it 
ant 





to me to be in Danny’s arms. to hear him 
talk. to feel the hypnotic power of those 
wonderful eyes. 

I'd never seen him 
before and told him so. 

“Simple to explain,” he told me. “I just 
moved here two weeks ago. Home is Los 
Angeles. Friend of Donna Brooks—you 
know Donna, the girl I’m with—told me 
to look her up. Said she knew everyone. 
Appears she does.” 

“Yes I know her and 
agreed. 

We talked small talk during the dance. 
As the waltz came to a close, I thought 
desperately how I could prolong being in 
his company. I knew dozens of little tricks 
for this purpose but I didn’t believe any 
of them would work with Danny. I didn’t 
even want to try them. Neither did I want 
to let him go back to Donna right away. 

He seemed such a pleasant person, so 
much above the level of most of the fel- 
lows I’d ever met. I knew that the minute 
he rejoined Donna’s crowd, they would 
begin a character assassination job on me 
make him vow 


around Jamaica 


she does,” I 


which would probably 
never to have anything to do with me. 

“I'm dying for a drink—a soft drink 
like a coke,” I told him as the dance 
ended. 

“We can’t have you die for something 
so easy to get.” he teased, guiding me 
over the soft drink bar. 

We got our cokes and sat at a little 
table in a far corner of the ballroom. 
Danny was quite relaxed, not at all wor- 
ried about returning to his company. In a 
few minutes I learned a great deal about 
him. He had done some work in radio in 
Los Angeles, right-hand man to a big shot 
disc jockey there. He wanted a chance to 
get into the field on his own and had been 
told possibilities were good in the East. 
He was—thank God—unmarried. 

To my surprise I heard myself suggest- 
ing. after we’d been talking for about ten 
minutes: 

“Don’t you think you ought to be getting 
back?” 

I could have bit off my tongue after Id 
said it. I didn’t want to let him go, didn’t 
want to see him back with Donna. Why 
didn’t I make my play for him? Why was 
I wasting time? 

“T guess I should.” he said. I was over- 
joyed because he sounded reluctant as he 
said it. “There’s something so nice about 
talking to you that I really didn’t want 
to stop. Tell me, would you mind very 
much if I took your address and phone 
number. I’ve done nothing but run my 
mouth about myself. I’d like to know you. 
to hear you say something for a change. 
I'd like to call you—this week. That is, if 
there isn’t someone who’d mind.” 

I think I was actually trembling as I 
wrote the information on a little card he 
gave me. Danny took me back to Joe and 
that was the last I saw of him at the 
dance. It wasn’t the last I thought of him 
by any means. For the rest of the night I 
was in a state of dreamy ecstasy be- 
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complexions 
‘SUCCESS’ It’s wonderful! 


Don’t get discouraged because your 
skin seems darker, duller, older than it 
should be. That lighter, lovelier com- 
plexion you long for may be only a few 
days, a few finger-pats away! 

Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Bleach Cream 
has proved that it can work wonders 
when neglect, weather and the sun of 
passing summers make your complex- 
ion too dark, too old-looking. 

‘SUCCESS’ IS GUARANTEED 


SKIN SUCCESS Bleach Cream must give 
you the happy results you want, or 
your money back! See for yourself how 
it works to clear away those dull dark 
skin particles that keep your complex- 
ion in the shadows. You’ll say it’s like 
starting a new life when you uncover 
your clearer, brighter, lovelier skin. 













Take care of your complexion with 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Soap. Fights off 
distress of pimples, blackheads, rashes 
caused by surface skin germs. 
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cause of the few minutes I’d had with him 
and the possibility that he would call. 

It wasn’t until I was home in bed late 
the next morning that a fearful horror 
overtook me. It came with the realization 
that surely Donna and the rest of the 
crowd would have told Danny about me 
and warned him what kind of girl I was. 
Being a stranger in town, he would be 
certain to listen to them. I began to doubt 
that he’d call. 

Danny did call the third day after the 
affair. I was foolishly happy when I rec- 
ognized his voice. He wanted to come over 
that evening. Of course, I told him. 

Dad kidded me all that day. I acted like 
a perfect simpleton, not hearing anything 
said to me, acting as nervous as a Cat. 

“Must be a new young man,” Dad said 
happily. “My daughter sure is popular.” 

If Dad only knew the price tag on my 
“popularity.” I was filled with shame at 
the thought. It was the first time I'd felt 
shame in a long time. Dad and Danny. I 
wanted both of them to respect me always. 

Danny had fascinating news when he 
arrived. There was a sparkle in his eyes 
as he told me he had struck paydirt al- 
ready. A New York station which was 
beaming its efforts at the vast Negro market 
in the metropolitan area had granted him 
an appointment for an audition. 


“That's why I haven't called you 
earlier,” Danny said. “I’ve been working 
on this. I never expected anything to 


happen so soon. I owe a lot to Donna’s 
dad. He set things up for me. Lot of influ- 
ence he’s got.” 

I was happy for Danny but the refer- 
ence to Donna’s dad chilled me with the 
old fear and a new jealousy. 

“Maybe Donna’s dad has other plans 
for you—including Donna,” I said, hoping 
I sounded casual and kidding. 

Danny laughed deliciously. 

“She’s a swell girl,” he commented. 

“Of course she is,” I said with a great 
effort at sounding sincere. Thought of 
Donna made it imperative that I find out 
just how much Danny’d been told about 
me. 

Slyly, I observed: “I only 
thought as much of me as I do of her.” 

Danny gave me a curious look. 

“Why do you say that?” he wanted to 
know. 

I laughed, a short, bitter laugh. 

“You don’t mean to sit there and pre- 
tend that Donna and her friends haven’t 
warned you what an unsavory person | 
am?” 

I didn’t expect the refreshing frankness 
of his answer. 

“Oh, they told me some things about 
you which would qualify you for a few 
terms in Sing Sing,” he informed me. He 
added: “Of course, that meant nothing to 
me. I never let people make up my mind 
for me. I always come to my own conclu- 
sions. You know, Diane, my conclusion is 
that you’re a wonderful girl.” 

I fought backs tears of relief and grati- 
tude. 


wish Donna 


I fought back tears of regret too. If only 
I could have been “a wonderful girl.” 
Maybe I'd have a chance with Danny. 

When Danny left me several hours later, 
I was virtually starry-eyed. There wasn’t 
the slightest doubt in my mind that I 
worshipped him. Instead of this realiza- 
tion making me feel light-hearted and hap. 
py. it weighed me down terribly, made me 
miserable. I was positive I’d never be able 
to call him mine. 

I was powerless to exert the cheap, con- 
niving methods with him which I’d em- 
ployed with other boys. Even if I had 
thought they would work, I couldn’t bring 
myself to think of him that way—not then, 
I idolized him. 


HAT’S THE WAY it was with me for 

the next few weeks. Even though | 
heard that Danny and Donna were being 
seen together often, even though he men- 
tioned her name frequently, he still came 
to see me regularly, still took me out 
often. 

When his audition with the radio sta- 
tion resulted in his employment for a trial 
thirteen weeks, he called me from the 
station to break the news. He called me, 
I managed to learn, before he called any- 
one else. We had a celebration that night. 
It started at my house with dinner and 
cocktails with Dad. who thought Danny 
wonderful. It continued in an_ intimate 
Greenwich Village club which Danny had 
discovered, where we drank champagne 
and ate real Italian spaghetti. 


We were anything but lovers, sweet- 
hearts. Danny consulted me about ideas 
for his show. I begged him to let me 


answer his fan mail. I helped him select 
records. Often I was at the studio with 
him. I had forgotten every other interest. 
I was at home to no one else but Danny. 
I had no other dates. If ever there was 
a girl in love, I was. 

Where Danny stood, I couldn’t decide. 
At times he showed such warmth and 
tenderness. At other times he seemed to 
accept me as a buddy—a horrible thing 
when you yearn for the clinging kiss, the 
soft words of love, the vows about the 


future. 
Never once in all the long months 
during which our friendship unfolded 


more and more beautifully had Danny so 
much as touched my cheek with his lips. 
Never once had I dared lead him on. 

Through it all ran his mentions of 
Donna. 

I'll never be able to describe the sus- 
penseful misery and the almost unbearable 
sweetness of those months. 

The misery won out one summer night 
when Danny and I had followed through 
on one of our unpredictable ideas. We'd 
been listening to some relaxing music 
in my living room when suddenly Danny 
had an urge to go out. He didn’t want to 
go to a club. He just wanted to drive. 

“T love Central Park at night—especial- 
ly on a night like this,” he said. “Let’s 
go there.” 
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That was one of the many things I 
loved about Danny. It was ten o’clock and 
who else in Jamaica would have thought 
of going all the way in to the city at ten 
o’clock to stroll in Central Park at that 
hour? I was all for it because it was what 
he wanted to do. 

An hour later, we were walking, hand 
in hand, like any two children, through 
the winding maze of the Park. It was one 
of those nights fashioned for lovers, for 
marriage proposals, for the enraptured 
dreaming of youth. The moon was a great 
silver coin. It was a warm, friendly night. 

We sat on a bench for a while and 
talked. We talked about light things, 
pleasant things, things remembered from 


childhood. We laughed together and 
teased each other and were incredibly 


happy. Then, out of the blue, Danny, with 
a few words, turned out all the lights in 
my life. 

“Diane.” he said. “Tell me 
really think of Donna.” 

Before I could get back the 
which had become stifled in me, Danny 
went on. 

“Frankly, hon, Donna and I are thinking 
about announcing our engagement. I told 
you once I never let people make up my 
mind for me and it’s really childish of me 
to ask-you this. But your opinion means 
so much to me. It’s always bothered me 
that you don’t seem to like her. I’ve got 
so much confidence in your good taste.” 

He was waiting for my answer. I don’t 
think [’ve known more hell in my whole 
life than I knew in that minute. It came 
to me so shockingly real that Danny had 
no slight idea what he was doing to me 
with this question. I think I sent up a 
prayer for strength to answer him, strength 
to get it over with, to somehow get through 


what you 


breath 


the evening and get home. to be all by 
myself so my heart could burst in private. 

“T think,” I said slowly, “that Donna is 
a very fine girl and would make you an 
excellent wife.” 

I could have stabbed him in the heart 
for the happy way he thanked me. 

How shall I explain what happened in 
my mixed-up inside during the next few 
minutes? Danny chatted gaily and I re- 
sponded mechanically. All the time the 
very imps of the devil were dancing across 
my stricken heart, chanting evil in my 
frantic mind. 

There was one chance, one desperate 
chance to prevent this awful thing which 
was about to happen to me. All this time 
I'd had Danny up on a pedestal of respect 
and friendship. He blind he 
couldn’t even see the worship shining from 
my eyes when [ looked at him or heard the 
tenderness of love in his when I 
talked to him. 

There was only one way, one way to 
keep him, to keep Donna from having him. 
It had worked before with others. It would 
work now because it wouldn't be just a 
reckless, meaningless ritual of spite and 
defiance. It would be a consecration of 
love. 


was so 


voice 


Anyway. what had I to lose? Danny’s 
respect. Respect for him and his for me 
had got me nowhere. 

“Danny,” I said suddenly. “I want to do 
something crazy.” 

“Like what?” he 
ately interested. 

“T want to take a walk down through 
those dark bushes and get lost where no 


demanded, immedi- 


one can see us.’ 

“Let’s go.” he said agreeably. 

We went across the path, climbed a lit- 
tle incline, passed between some trees and 
we were in one of Nature’s private rooms 
with a floor of grass and walls of bushes 
and a roof of sky. 

I looked make 
couldn’t be seen from any point. I stood 
still and grasping Danny’s hand tighter, 
He faced me, 
his face wearing a startled look. 
hands on his shoulders. I 


around to certain we 


swung him around to me. 


I put my 
swayed gently to his body. 
My eyes were closed. 

husky. 

“Here’s what I think of your marrying 
Donna, Danny,” I said. I let my hand 
stray to the nape of his neck and I pulled 
I kissed Danny and 


My voice was 


his face in to mine. 
the kiss said: “I love you. I want you. I 
want you now. Take me now.” 

We were lying on the grass floor. The 
walls of the bushes sheltered our passion. 
The sky ceiling was still there. But neither 
of us saw it. Neither of us. 

It seemed hours later, although it was 
actually minutes. when we did see the sky. 
our backs, Danny’s arm under 
My heart was 


Lying on 
we were silent. 
pounding as I waited for Danny to the 
troubled quiet. After a long time, he told 
me: “I didn’t know, Diane. I had no idea 
you cared that way.” 

“Are you sorry. Danny?” I asked. 

“Yes,” he said. “I’m sorry. We shouldn’t 
have done what we did.” 

It was like going to the grave of a be- 
loved one, the journey home. We were not 
at ease with each other. I had the feeling 
I had gambled extravagantly and lost. In 
front of my house, Danny told me: “Diane, 
we must never see each other again.” 

He walked away, leaving me staring 
after him. 

My heart was in mourning for Danny in 
the long weeks that followed. My arms 
yearned for him. I wanted only to see him, 
to hear the sound of his voice, to touch 
his hand. The final scene we had played 
in Central Park had even 
greater upheaval in my upset emotions. 
A boiling jealousy made me picture him 
dancing, walking, talking with Donna— 
perhaps even loving her as I had forced 


my waist, 


caused an 


him to love me in the park. 

Dad kept after me to find out why I 
couldn’t eat, why I lay awake nights, some- 
times sobbing so loud he could hear me, 
why I wouldn’t see anyone or go any- 
where. He suspected it was tied up with 
Danny. Dad waited for me to come and 
tell him what had happened. 

It was a rotten trick, my telling Dad the 
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NOW AVAILABLE! BRAND NEW 
ASSORTMENT OF BEAUTIFUL 
SMART STYLE 

DRESSES 









Now you can look smart and 
Stylish with sensational low 
priced glamorous dresses that 
have been cleaned and pressed 
in good condition for all occa- 
sions! A tremendous assortment 
of gorgeous one and two piece 
modern styles in all beautiful 
colors—in a variety of luxurious 
fabrics of rayons, cottons, gabar- 
dines, woolens, silks, etc. Ex- 
pensive dresses—original value 
up to $40! 


' 

FREE! 12 Different Sets of 
Button Cards! 5 to 8 matched 
buttons on each card. Worth 
a tew dollars—but yours Free 
with dress order. 





Girls’ Sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14 are 5 for $2.75 

Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 are 5 for $3.75 
Women’s Sizes 12 to 20 and 38 to 44 are 5 for $3.75 
Extra Large Sizes 46, 48, 50, 52 are 5 for $4.75 














Money Back Guarantee! 

Send $1 deposit, balance C.0.D. plus Send for 
postage. Or send full amount with 25c 

postage and save C.0.D. fee. Your 

money returned if not completely sat- 

isfied. Limited time offer—so rush 

order TODAY! Canadian and foreign CATALOG 
orders accepted; no C.O.D. 
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GUILD Dept. 758 Family! 
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Heretofore, the only way to overcome 
uncomfortable shoulder strap ‘‘cut’’ was 
to switch to a strapless bra. Now, the 
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“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
tionas use of the Psalms, you may obtain 
ne grace of God, the favor of Princes, 

the Love of your fellow man,’’ says 
the author. 

Here are some of the amazing things 
he tells you about: Psalm to receive 
Instruction or Information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
ger, Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 
Psalm to receive GOOD after committing 
a heavy sin. Psalm to make you fortu- 
‘ “ig in everything you try to do. Psalm 
o free yourself v— i Spirits. Psalm 
lake peace between Man and 
DGET BIBLE FREE 


the Bible with you at all times 








y $1.49 plus postage on delivery. 

sitively GUARANTEE that you will be more than de- 

ted within © days or your money will be returned 
promptiy on request. Order now. 
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way I did. I decided to do it at the height 
of panic. The telltale signs of beginning 


pregnancy had driven me, half-crazed, to 
the doctor. My suspicions were confirmed. 
I didn’t know which way to turn. What 
tipped the scales in my decison was read- 
ing an item in a gossip column in the 
Amsterdam News which hinted an early 
engagement announcement by Donna’s 
parents. I felt that if Danny married 
Donna, I wouldn’t want to live. 

In the middle of the night, only a few 
hours after I’d read the announcement, I 
got out of bed and stole into Dad’s room. 
I was convulsed with tears. Dad sat up in 
bed. reached for his bathrobe and said 
kindly: 

“IT thought, if I was patient enough, my 
little girl would come to me. Now tell 
Daddy what’s wrong.” 

I sobbed out my story, just enough truth 
and just enough lie to move Dad to con- 
trolled anger with Danny; to make him 
believe Danny had been at fault. I wanted 
Danny at any cost and this was the way 
to get him. Maybe he’d hate me at first. 
But I'd make up for it. I'd make him love 
me. 

Dad telephoned Danny the next day and 


asked him to come over. We sat in the 
living room—the three of us. I didn’t dare 
look into Danny’s eyes. Quietly, intelli- 


gently, Dad talked with Danny, telling him 
the situation and asking him what he in- 
tended to do since it was his responsibility. 

Danny never spoke a word in his de- 
fense. I know he felt trapped and bitter. 
But I heard him tell Dad: “Of course, Mr. 
French, I'll do what I should do. Tl 
marry Diane immediately.” 

That was a little more than five years 
ago. 

Danny and I were married secretly at 
Only Dad and a couple of his 
Arrange- 
us to gO away. 


my home. 
intimate friends 
ments had been made for 
Danny was to stay with me for two weeks, 
then return to his job. I was to stay in a 
suburb of Philadelphia with relatives until 
the baby was born. Then I would come 
back to Danny. 

During those few 
conference with Danny and my 
day. relations between Danny and me 
were very much different from the way 
they’d been before. As much as possible, 
he avoided me. When we were in the 
presence of others, he was the ideal young 
man about to be married. The minute we 
were alone he dropped his mask and be- 
came polite and distant. 

I couldn’t wait until we were off on our 
honeymoon so I could win him back. I 
was confident I could do it. I had no way 
of knowing that the first night of the 
honeymoon was to be the first day of my 
five years of living hell. 

We arrived at the hotel in Philadelphia 
where we were to spend two weeks. When 
the bellboy took us to our rooms, I no- 
ticed we had a suite. We had dinner sent 
up. I tried to make Danny break his icy 
silence. I tried unsuccessfully. After din- 


were present. 


Dad’s 


wedding 


days between 


ner, he began unpacking our things. He 
hung mine neatly in the big closet in the 
main room of the suite. He took his suit- 
cases into the other room and arranged his 
things in there. 

While he was doing this, I was making 
myself as attractive as possible for him 
with the aid of an invigorating shower, my 
favorite perfume and a lovely bridal negli- 
gee which Dad had given me. 


CAME OUT OF the bathroom, certain 

I looked alluring, and stood in front of 
Danny who was standing in the room, his 
back to the window. 

He looked me up and down. Instead of 
taking me in his arms as I'd expected, he 
said a few deadly words in a voice of 
earnest, quiet determination. 

“Now you’re my wife, Diane,” Danny 
said. “That is what you wanted isn’t it? 
In spite of the fact that you knew I loved 
Donna. Well. I still love her and always 
will. As for you, I hate you. You forced 
me to make love to you and you're going 
to have a baby. You forced me to marry 
you, now you have a husband. But let’s 
get this straight, you'll be my wife in name 


> 


only. I'll probably love the baby all my 
life. I'll probably hate you just as long. 


I’m going into my room, lock the door and 
go to sleep. Good night, Diane.” 

In a daze I watched him walk out of the 
room, into the next one. I heard the click 
of the lock. 

All these five years Danny has lived up 
to his words of that first night. We have 
never lived as man and wife. I think he 
has lost his hatred for me because he has 
been touched by my suffering, my unful- 
filled desire. Touched or not, he has never 
relented. 

It is a little ironic to realize that I made 
conquests of men who belonged to others 
and am unable to bring into my arms the 
man who, by law, belongs to me. 

Tonight when Danny comes home from 
the radio station, we will have a celebra- 
tion of our anniversary just as we have 
done every year. There will be the deli- 
cious special supper I’ve prepared, the 
supper by candlelight, the chocolate layer 
cake and Danny’s gift for me. There will 
only be one thing different. 

My gift for Danny is going to surprise 
him. I am going to tell him that I am 
releasing him from any obligations to me. 
I am going to tell him that I am going to 
let him get a divorce so he can go back to 
Donna—Donna who is still waiting. I am 
even going to tell him that he can have 
Danny, Jr., if only he'll let me see him. 

I know now that when you’ve done 
wrong, it comes back to confront you some 
day; to exact a toll of misery. 

I know now that not every person who 
does evil has a Judgment Day to face. 
Some find it after death. Mine has lasted 
for five long years and while my heart is 
bruised and hurt almost beyond repair, | 
realize that every day of my punishment 
has been a day of misery which I deserved. 


THE END 
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My 
Husband 
Wasn’t 
First 
(Continued from Page 18) 


closer and closer, whirling faster and 
faster as I spun away into space. 

When I awakened, the doctor was stand- 
ing beside me. 
to tell you this. Elaine. but we weren’t able 
to save the baby. It was a little boy. I 
know how much it meant to you. We did 
everything we could, but it was no use.” 

What was left for me? I had not only 
lost Don, I felt too 
weak to breathe. but I felt my lips move 
and heard a scream that sounded far away, 
almost as if it had come from 
else. The doctor a hypodermic 
and I sank back into merciful sleep. 

I stayed on at the maternity home for 
several weeks after that. The hospital psy- 
chologist talked to me for a few minutes 
every day, trying to help me make the 
adjustment back to a normal life. 

I decided to go to a large town about 
two hundred miles from home and make a 
fresh start. I got a job in the office of a 
china manufacturing firm and stayed at a 
nearby rooming 
months after I started to work. I was busy 
filing some accounts when I looked up over 
the top of the filing cabinet into a pair of 
deep blue eyes. They wrinkled at the 
corners as they noted my obvious surprise. 
said. and then he 


but his son as well. 


someone 
gave me 


house for girls. Two 


“Hi!” the voice 
stepped from behind the cabinet and 
grinned at me. “You're new here, aren’t 
you? I’m Ralph Kirkwood. I work in 
the designing department.” 

“Hi.” I answered. laughing at my own 


surprise. “Guess I’m just not used to 
having people pop up from behind things.” 

“Well. the least I can do is try to make 
up for startling you.” he said. “How about 
having dinner with me this evening?” 

I hesitated and started to refuse. Then, 
remembering the loneliness of the past 
months. I accepted. 

Ralph was ani ideal companion. gay and 
considerate. He encouraged me to talk 
about myself. but didn’t try to pry into 
the corners of my life I preferred not to 
discuss. The haunting loneliness that had 
followed me for so long vanished when | 
was with Ralph. When he was called out 
of town on short business trips. I was sur- 
prised to find that it was Ralph. not Don 
who occupied more and more of my 
thoughts. 

Then one night. Ralph pulled a tiny. 
velvet covered box from his pocket and 
slipped the sparkling little diamond on my 
finger, 

“Darling. I don’t know how to say this in 
a fancy way. but I love you and I want 
you for my wife.” 

My throat tightened as I remembered 





“I’m terribly sorry to have 


how words 


Don had said those precious 
when we were still kids in high 


Ralph was so unlike Don, yet I was won- 


school. 


derfully happy with Ralph. Being with 
Ralph meant companionship and _ that 


blessed feeling of belonging. 

“Yes. Ralph, I'd love to be your wife,” I 
answered. and his arms drew me close to 
him as our lips sealed our love. 

We were married just a little over a year 
ago, and a few months ago I resigned my 
job to devote full time to caring for our 
home and preparing for our baby. 

A sharp spasm of pain brought me back 
to the present, and my heart pounded with 
Was this the time we had 
Was our baby actually 
I sat up. and my feet 


excitement. 
been waiting for? 
about to be born? 
groped for the woolly blue bedroom slip- 
pers by the side of the bed. 

“Ralph. Ralph! Wake up! I think the 
baby is coming!” My voice was more ur- 
gent than I had intended for it to be. 

Ralph sat up, wide awake in an instant. 
Are you all right?” 
of the 
arm 


‘Are you sure, honey? 

He swung his legs over the 
bed and sat there beside me. his 
around my shoulders. Another pain seized 
me, and I gripped Ralph’s other arm with 
both of my hands. 

Ralph gasped. “Oh, darling!” His 
arms went around me and his warm lips 
brushed my cheek. “Are you all right 
now. honey?” 

He looked so scared and helpless sitting 
there with his dark. curly hair mussed and 
I couldn’t 


edge 


golly. 


standing out in every direction, 
suppress a nervous giggle. 

“Of course, I’m all right. silly. but I 
can’t sit here all night talking about it. 
Call Dr. Morgan.” 

Barefooted, Ralph rushed to the phone 
and dialed Dr. Morgan’s number. 

Dr. Morgan took care of me during my 
and I had told him about my 


pregnancy, 
but he promised to help me 


first baby. 
keep my secret. 

I heard Ralph talking to Mrs. Morgan 
on the phone. “Out of Ralph 
moaned. “Oh. no! What do we do now?” 
Then there was a pause. “All right, thank 
you. Mrs. Morgan.” 

Ralph turned to me looking whiter and 
more scared than “Mrs. Morgan 
says the doctor was called out of town and 
his left his patients in Dr. Whitman’s care. 
I’m supposed to take you right to the hos- 
call Dr. Whitman and 


town?” 


ever. 


pital and she will 


have him meet us there.” 
“Well. let’s go.” I said. slipping into my 
blue maternity dress. Somehow. Ralph 


managed to get dressed. too. although he 
was so excited I had to get his clothes out 
for him and remind him to take off the 
tops of his pajamas before putting on his 
undershirt. 
If only 
child! Besides my guilt. 
the fear that I might lose 
I'll never forget that hectic 


this could have been my first 
I was haunted by 
this child. too. 
ride to the 


hospital. It was fortunate it was almost 
three in the morning and there was little 
traffic on the streets. 


Each time a pain tore through me, I 
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ney? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
ike anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
hich is the result of scientific research. This 
mation and directions will help you become 

e masterful and exert greater influence. You 
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gripped the door handle until I was sure 
it would come off in my hand. I deserved 
to suffer, I told myself. I deserved even 
worse. I was a cheat. Would God ever 
forgive me for my sin? Would Ralph? I 
felt as though every pain was direct pun- 
ishment for my weakness. My mind raced 
on in a torrent of self-denunciation, and 
tears of pain and remorse streamed down 
my face. 

Even this experience, which should have 
been filled with joyous expectations of 
motherhood was stained with guilt. After 
a person once bears a child with the stigma 
of illegitimacy, childbirth can never quite 
fulfill the beautiful, creative role it was 
meant to be. 

When we finally arrived at the hospital, 
a nurse whisked me away in a wheel chair, 
while Ralph was escorted to the waiting 
room. From then on, everything was a 
whirling confusion of white. 

When I awakened, I was in bed in a 
cheerful green and yellow room. Ralph 
was sitting beside me, his hand on mine. 

“Hi, honey.” he whispered. “We got just 
exactly what we wanted—a darling little 
girl who looks just like you. dear.” 

I couldn’t look at him. My face was hot 
and I felt ill. I managed to regain control 
of my emotions and force a smile. enough 
to tell Ralph that I loved him and was 
happy with our little girl. He leaned over 
and kissed me, and all at once. I was cry- 
ing, my arms around him, holding him 
close to me. 

“There, there, darling.” he said. “You 

have had a tough time, but it’s all over 
now.” 
That’s what I’m afraid of, I thought— 
that it would be all over between us if 
he knew. I was still sobbing a little when 
the nurse came in. 

“Sorry. but you'll have to leave now, 
Mr. Kirkwood.” she said. “Your wife needs 
to rest.” She thrust a white pill at me and 
I took it automatically. 

“Good night. darling. or maybe I should 
say ‘good morning,’” Ralph said. “Take 
care of yourself and I'll be seeing you.” 
He kissed me once more and strode out of 
the room without looking back. 


HE NEXT MORNING. I saw my little 

girl and was allowed to hold her for 
the first time. She was adorable! Or does 
every young mother think her child is the 
most beautiful. the most intelligent child 
in the world? As I held her in my arms, 
the worry and torment that had been in 
my mind faded away. and I was all mother, 
glorying in the experience. 

My week at the hospital went by quickly. 
We decided to name our baby “Susan,” 
and when Dr. Whitman decided that we 
were both strong enough, Ralph brought 
the car to take us home. 

Ralph adored Susan from the first, and 
our life could have been perfect if it 
hadn’t been for the pangs of guilt and 
shame that plagued me almost constantly. 

The next few weeks were filled with all 
the things familiar to new mothers, and I 


was thankful that I had little time left to 
think. 

When Susan was six weeks old, Ralph 
took me to Dr. Whitman’s office for my 
final examination. Afterwards, Ralph and 
I were sitting in front of the desk in Dr, 
Whitman’s consultation office when the 
doctor came in to talk with us. 

“Your wife is doing just fine, Mr. Kirk. 
wood. At first, I was a little worried about 
some damage done in a previous delivery, 
but the repair work from both has healed 
nicely, so there’s nothing more to worry 
about.” 

My throat and tongue went numb. | 
couldn’t breathe or speak. I wanted to 
run, to hide, but I couldn’t move. There 
hadn’t been an opportunity for me to ex- 
plain my situation to him as I had to Dr. 
Morgan, and he had been able to tell | 
had borne a child before Susan! 

“You must be mistaken, Dr. Whitman, 
this is our first child—” Ralph began, but 
hesitated as Dr. Whitman glanced at me 
questioningly. My eyes met his for a mo- 
ment. then I stared down at the mahogany 
desk. “Wait a minute—” Ralph went on. 
“Elaine, you never told me much about 
your past. Can this mean—did you—” 

His accusing look burned through me 
and the room began to go in ripples like 
pebbles on the bottom of a pool of water. 
My voice shook and I blurted out, “Oh, 
Ralph! I did have a baby before we were 
married, but it was born dead. I know I 
should have told you, but I was afraid— 
afraid I would lose you.” 

I saw the color drain from Ralph’s face 
and a dazed, glassy look come into his 
eyes. He said nothing, but grabbed me by 
the arm and dragged me through the 
crowded reception room outside to the car. 

I was sobbing almost hysterically. Ralph 
crawled into the car from the passenger 
side and slid under the wheel, jerking me 
in after him. The car screeched away from 
the curb. and he drove wildly, just barely 
missing cars and trucks as he swerved in 
and out of the heavy traffic. 

The car snapped to a stop in front of 
our house, and Ralph said, “Get out!” 

I followed him into the house and he 
stood facing me in the living room. 
“Well?” he said, his voice husky. 

I sobbed out the whole sordid story, tell- 
ing him how I had felt I was doing the 
right thing by not burdening him with my 
past, and how I had been tormented by my 
guilt ever since we were married. 

“But I just couldn’t stand it any longer.” 
I choked. “It has been building up inside 
of me until I think I would have lost my 
mind if I hadn’t told you.” 

Shock burning in his eyes. he drew away 
from me. His lips were in a tight line over 
his clenched teeth and he spoke in a voice 
filled with contempt. 

“You certainly managed to keep your 
conscience under control long enough to 
pass yourself off as new goods and trick 
some poor, unsuspecting sap into marrying 
you! How do you suppose I feel, thinking 
I had married a decent girl who would be 
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a fit mother for my children, and then dis- 
covering. after it is too late, that I have 
married the kind of woman decent people 
talk about in whispers. You really put it 
over, all right!” 

“Ralph, please don’t! I can’t stand it if 
you talk like that. I know I was wrong, 
I’m sorry—” 

I reached out to touch his arm, but a 
stinging blow across my mouth sent me 
staggering backward. 

“Don’t you touch me, you cheap little 
tramp!” he shouted. 

He slammed out of the room and I heard 
the closet door and shut, and the 
sound of Ralph going through the dresser 
Then, the click of the lock on 
bag. Without a 
-arrying the suitcase. and 


open 


drawers. 
his traveling 
walked past me. « 
out the front door, slamming it so 
the mirror in the entrance hall crashed 
to the floor, spilling slivers of sparkling 
glass over the rug. 

Hopelessly, I watched him get into his 
car and jerk the door shut. I listened as 
the motor raced and the car screeched 
away from the curb. I had never 
Ralph drive like that before—he was like 
a madman as the car careened down the 
street. 

I fell on the sofa, sobbing. I was still 
on the sofa an hour later whén there was a 
knock at the door. I opened it, and a 
uniformed policeman stood before me. 

“Are you Mrs. Ralph Kirkwood?” he 
asked. 

Terror closed about my 
yes, I’m Mrs. Kirkwood. 
happened to Ralph?” 

“I'm afraid so. ma’am. Your 
has been in an automobile accident and 
has been taken to General Hospital. We 
found his identification and home address 

his wallet. Would you like for me to 
take you to the hospital now?’ 

“Oh, yes, please. if you would,” I stam- 
I couldn’t believe that Ralph, who 
talking to me only a short 
perhaps 


word, he 


hard 


seen 


heart. “Why, 
Has something 


husband 


mered, 
had been here 
time ago was lying in a hospital. 
dead. If only I hadn’t deceived Ralph, 
this wouldn’t have happened! If he dies, 
I will have killed him! The accusations 
screamed inside of me and the bitter tears 
surged up again in my eyes. 

At the hospital, a nurse led me into the 
“If he hasn’t gone into 
surgery yet. you can see him for a few 
she said. “He is conscious part 
will be good for his 


emergency room. 
minutes.” 
of the time and 
morale if he knows you are here before he 
goes under the anesthetic.” 

The nurse gave me a chair beside his 
hed and I sat watching him. the prayer on 
my lips trying to push back the fresh, 
stinging guilt in my heart. 

Ralph’s eyelids twitched. then he opened 
his eyes and looked at me. He tried to 
speak. but his lips moved feebly. Then he 
managed to say, “Elaine—why—did you— 
do it?” 

I bit my lip and held back the tears, but 
I answered gently, “Don’t think about it 
now. Ralph, just try to be quiet.’ 


His eyelids closed again and the nurse 
wheeled him out and down the hall toward 
the operating room. doctor came down 
the hall and followed along beside them. 

“T’m Mrs. Kirkwood.” I said, “How is 
my husband, doctor? Is he going to be all 
right?” 

“T am Dr. Gray. We are to do 
everything in our for him. Mrs. 
Kirkwood. Just wait in the waiting room 
and I'll be able to tell you a lot more about 
his condition after we finish here.” 

Instead of going directly to the waiting 
room, I went to the hospital chapel and 
prayed before the lily-decorated altar. 

Then I returned to the waiting room and 
prayed silently for what seemed like hours. 
Finally. the nurse came in. 

“Your husband is out of surgery and 
conscious now. Mrs. Kirkwood. “You may 
come with me and see him for a few min- 
utes and talk to the doctor.” 

“Oh. thank you.” I said. rising to follow 
her. Just then, Dr. Gray came out of 
Ralph’s room and walked over to me. 

“I’m glad I got to talk to you before you 
see your husband. Mrs. Kirkwood.” he 
began. “I’m afraid it was even worse than 
we imagined at first. Your husband will 
pull through. but I’m afraid there will be 
some degree of permanent injury. He may 


going 


power 


never walk again.” 

I was torn between relief that Ralph 
would recover. and compassion at the 
thought of his permanent disability. 


“Does Ralph know?” I asked. 


“Yes. he knows. and I hope you will 
take it as bravely as he has,” the doctor 
replied. 


OPENED THE DOOR quietly and 

slipped I wasn’t prepared for what 
I saw. Ralph’s broken body was strapped 
into a framework that completely covered 
his bed, and I gasped in spite of myself. 

He turned to me and said cynically, “I 
thought they did away with these contrap- 


tions in the middle ages.” 


“T_I’m awfully sorry—about every- 
thing.” T said. 
Ralph looked away from me. “I’m 


afraid it’s a little too late for being sorry, 


Elaine. Just try to be a good mother to 
Susan. You’re all she has. now.” 


I don’t believe it’s too late for anvthing 
if vou want it badly enough.” T said. 

Ralph was in the hospital for two 
months. I went to visit him almost every 
day. and although our relationship was 
somewhat strained. he always seemed 
cheered by my daily accounts of Susan’s 
development. I longed for some indication 
that Ralph still loved me. and sometimes 
I thought that underneath the hurt and re- 
sentment. he did. but I could never be 
sure. I could only hope and pray that 
some day our marriage could be happy. 

3efore Ralph was released. and without 
his knowledge, I took a training course at 
the hospital. similar to that given to work- 
ers in the polio ward. I learned how to 
massage and exercise muscles to help re- 
store their use. 








Get 


EBONY 


for a whole year 
or only $3.00 


JOHNSON PUBLISHING CO., INC. 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Please send me Ebony for 1 year for 
which I enclose $3.00. (Regular cost 
$3.60) 





ADDRESS. 




















Big Bargain -Handsome Man's 
Masonic Lodye Ring in Yellow 
Gold color with Iwo Brite White 
Sparklers on each side of Masonic 
Insignia. Send No Money! Send 

size or string. Pay postman C.0.p. 

$2.95 plus postage on delivery. 

Satisfaction GUARANTEED. 

WORLD-WIDE DIAMOND COMPANY 

2451 S. Michigan Av., Dept, 8-346 
CHICAGO 16, ILL. 





Portable Pocket-Size Water Heater 
Place in water: plug in socket...turn on switch! 
Hot Water! Thousands use for bathing, washing 
clothes, aaben, cream separators, pails, shavin 

eats small quantities very quick! Heating 
speed of large quantities depends on quantity. 
Read directions before using, follow. Regular 


price $2.95. However if you'll tell your friends errRiporone 


about BOIL-QWIK to advertise it for us, we 
will let you now have one for only $1.98 plus tax. Write. REGULAR 





Made trom 

je from any Any Photo 

i} photo with paper strip WYfagacas 

‘ ome plus sy ms SEND NO 

obey back pi . Send photo and ring size 0 : Bias 
plats RING CO., Dept. 285-L, Cincinnati, Ohio 


ENLARGEMENT GIVEN! 


Plus 12 Photo Keepsakes 


Just send photo or neg. Glamorous black and 
white enlargement and frame 8x10 size 57c ea. 
Given extra: if you order 3 enlargements, 
we include one extra enlargement plus 12 
photokeepsakes. Be sure to include color of 
hair, eyes, etc. for oil coloring information. 
Send no money. Pay postman. State choice 
of frames. brown or maroon. Originals returned. 








Dept. 663, Marvel wad 3140 Roosevelt Road, Chicago 12, Illinois 


Selling EXCLUSIVE 
PARAGON Cushion Shoes 


Even If Now Employed 


Enjoy your own lifetime, secure, 
independent shoe business — 
without investment. Steady de- 
mand and repeats. Up to $4.00 
pair, advance commissions. Big 
bonus. Latest smart styles, top 
quality, heel-to-toe cushion. 
Complete line. It’s easy to start. 
Write for FREE OUTFIT today! 
PARAGON SHOE COMPANY 

79 Sudbury St., Dept. 21, Boston 14, Mass. 


61 










Happy 
No. 537 
Brown Calf 


Leather Lined 





ee 














‘27 features 


to streamline 
i your waist — 
| \ FF | } flatten your tummy 


hion field. in 
of ation of waist whittler 
and tummy flattener. No 
other garment in the 
world — regardless of 
price — makes it so 





"$0 comfortably. 
BEAUTIFULLY MADE=— 
LONG bapnanar~in 


Made of long-wearing, tus 
trous broadcloth, Theilling 
support for the back... 
makes you feel energetic all 
day long. Side fastener makes 
Grace-Waist easy te slip on and 
off. Extra length detachable and adjustable 

oer ters complete Grace-Waist. Sizes 24 to 

s $3.98 ~-; 3s 7 ° 9 
rder today. Pay post- 
SEND NO MONEY man on delivery plus few 
ents postage. Try Grace-Waist for 10 days. 
Wear it, examine it, test it. If you are not 
completely and thrillingly satisfied after 10 
day FREE trial simply return the garment for 
prompt refund of full purchase price, If you 
send payment with order we pay postage. 

Send name, address and waist size-to: 


















"LYNBROOK, N.Y. 





FREE FOR ASTHMA 


suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 

the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 

ice to the Frontier Asthma wo! for 

EE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
CINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
f of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
where you live or whether you have 
medicine under the sun, send today 

s free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
rR AstHMA Co, 689-W_ Frontier Bipe. 
ARA ST. Burravo 1, N. Y. 









PATENTED 
DEVICE 
IS THE 
SECRET 






Start 
to ay 
Pp gw the 


with 
both hands 
the first day—or don’t pay! 


is have B rigeel hd this fast, easy A-B-C way. 
a ay melodies with BOTH hands, within 
A, h ee amazing invention, the patented 
IRD SELECTOR 






actually to read a 
N tedious s *s, no boring exercises, 
1 start to play the minute vou sit at the piano. 

Pl: iying Hit Parade numbe rs, or hymns, or 
allads Send for this 
1 Ross Piano Cc onsists of 30 





ing Y id d fun to gain, so 
10 ‘Day FREE TRIAL “coupon n w! 


DEAN ROSS” ‘PTANO “STUDIOS, 5a NG: ’ "ptudio’ — 

4 West 45th $ New York 36, 

I 30 lessons, S50. ‘songs, 

. On delivery will 
If not delighted. 

) days for purchase } peice refund. 

tor is mine to 
SAVE SSe! Send $2.98 now, 


antee 


and Patented 
ay postman 
may return 
The Automatic 


we pay postage. Same 


or Foreign COD’s 


No APO, 


FPO, 













“You have every right in the world,” I 
cut in. “Don’t you understand? I love 
you, and, after all, you are still my hus- 
band. You will walk again, Ralph, I know 
you will. Besides, Susan needs her father, 
Ralph—we both need you.” 

So Ralph came home. I rented a wheel 
chair for him, and when the ambulance 
attendants brought him into the house, I 
had them put him in the wheel chair so he 
could have more freedom of movement. 

Susan was dressed in her nicest little 
pink nylon dress. His eyes became alive 
once more when he held her. 

Each day, I spent an hour in the morn- 
ing. one in the afternoon, and another at 
night massaging Ralph and helping him 
with his exercises. Both of us worked hard 
at it, and the effort was rewarding. The 
doctor was amazed at Ralph’s rapid im- 
provement and the extent to which he 


regained the use of his arms, legs and 
back. 
I didn’t let myself wait on him. When 


he called to me asking for something, I 
would answer, “Get it yourself, I’m busy. 
Then he oni laboriously roll his wheel 


chair around the house until he found 
what he was after. 

Sometimes his efforts were so_heart- 
breaking I would have to go into the 


kitchen so he wouldn’t see my tears when 
his thin hands grasped unsuccessfully for 
an object. But he never gave up until he 
succeeded, and he never knew my 
heart ached, wanting to help him. but 
knowing the only way to recovery was for 
him to do things for himself. 

Then, one day. Ralph was looking for a 
certain book. “It’s in the living room.” I 
told him. Several minutes later. I remem- 
bered that I had placed the book high on 
the mantel above the fireplace. and that 
Ralph couldn’t reach it from the wheel 
chair. I walked into the living room to 
hand it to him. and there. in front of the 
fireplace stood Ralph. the book in his hand 
and a triumphant smile on his face. 

“See. honey. I managed all right. I 


how 


sited kkk ks 


I just got up and 


couldn’t reach it, so 
walked.” 

That time, I couldn’t make it to the 
kitchen to cry. Tears of joy and thankful- 
ness ran down my face, and I rushed over 

him, threw my arms around him and 
sobbed, “Oh, darling, I knew you would 
walk again! I just knew it.” 

After that. Ralph walked a little each 
day, and soon he had improved enough to 
take short walks in the fresh air. Color 
returned to his face and hands, and he 
began to look more like my husband and 
less like a ghost. 

At the end of six months, he was almost 
completely recovered. One evening as we 
were standing by Susan’s crib, Ralph 
reached down and took my hand. 

don’t know how I thought I could 
ever get along without you, both of you. 
Elaine, dear, I don’t deserve you, but if 
you will forgive me, I'll spend the rest of 
my life trying to make up for being such 
a heel.” 

\t first. Ralph was planning to go to a 
nursing home after his release from the 
hospital. He agreed to come home only 
after the doctor and I insisted that it would 
be best for all of us. 

“T just don’t feel I should impose on 
you, Elaine. The doctor says I may have 
to spend the rest of my life in a wheel 
chair. I have no right—” 

Suddenly, we were in each others’ arms, 
and his lips met mine. The warmth of his 
kiss filled even the loneliest corners of 
my soul with radiance and love. 

“Oh. I do love you so, my darling,” he 
whispered. 

“And I love you. dearest, I never stopped 
loving you.” I answered. 

I was supremely happy and I marveled 
at how strong Ralph’s arms felt about me. 
Then I realized that the recovery had been 
as much mine as Ralph’s. While his broken 
body mended. my soul became at peace 
once more. Now we faced the world to- 
gether. and in love. and this time. I knew. 


promised happiness. THE END 
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Confessions 
of A 
Boxer’s 


Wife 


(Continued from Page 36) 


of the long years of struggle and sacrifice 

that would come in between. We talked far 

into the night, planning for the future. 
When Jimmy graduated from high 


school he was drafted and we knew he 


would be going to Korea. It was a setback 
to our plans, but we were young and knew 
we could wait. The last night we were to- 
gether was miserable for us. Jimmy want- 
ed me to give in to him that night. 

“Give me remember, 
baby.” he said softly. “You’re going to be 
my wife. so it won’t make any difference.” 

I wanted him so much it hurt, but some- 
where in the back of my mind was the 
thought that it was my most valuable 


something to 


weapon. I should save it just in case. And 
somehow, I managed to talk him out of it 
without his being too angry. 


GOT A JOB while he was gone and the 

time dragged by. The thought of my 
love kept me going for a time, but after a 
while I became restless and started think- 
ing practically. If Jimmy was going to be 
a doctor, it would take years. He had no 
money. I would have to work and scrimp 
for at least ten years. By the time he got 
on his feet I would be an old woman. 
Something happened to me then. I decid- 
ed maybe Jimmy wasn’t for me after all. 

He was home a year later. He had been 
wounded and discharged and had come 
back. At first I was so thrilled at seeing 
him again that I forgot about my decision. 
But as the summer wore on and I stifled in 
the heat and smells. I began to wonder 
again. Jimmy was making plans to enter 
college that fall. He wanted me to marry 
him and go with him. 

“Why don’t we wait a little, honey?” I 
said softly. “It will be so long. and with a 
wife it will be harder for you.” 

His voice was thick as he answered. 
“Penny baby, I can’t leave you. You're in 
my blood. I need you. We'll make out.” 

Sure. we’ll make out, I thought. But I 
want more than that. We might have a kid, 
then where would we be? But I didn’t 
mention it to Jimmy that night. 

Jimmy had spent a good deal of time at 
the settlement house that summer. He had 
done a lot of boxing during high school, 
and he enjoyed it. Sometimes. when they 
had exhibitions that summer, I’d go and 
watch. He was good. even / could tell. He 
was sure and fast and a picture of perfec- 
tion in the ring. Then one night he told 
me something that gave me my bright idea. 
I met him after one of the matches and he 
was grinning. 

“Guess what, hon? I met a guy tonight 
who’s a manager. He’s managed some of 
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the top boys. He wants to be my manager, 
make a fighter out of me. He says I’ve a 
natural style.” 

My head started spinning. I thought of 
ill the stories and articles I had read 
ibout fighters. They went up fast, made 

ts of money, and had everything they 

inted. That was it! We could have our 
love and money too. But I had to plan it 


irefully. 
“What did you tell him?” I asked. 
No ... of course.” He looked down at 


s strong hands. “What good would these 

inds be to a doctor if I ruined them in 
the ring?” 

“It's a pretty good life, though, isn’t 
t?” I asked innocently. “You make lots 

money and get to know important peo- 

He looked at me strangely. “But, Penny, 
ou know the only thing I’ve ever wanted, 
esides you. is to be a doctor.” 
I sighed. “But it’s such a 
ng. hard grind, and we haven't any 
mney. Why I'd be thirty before we even 
id enough money for me to stop work- 


“IT know,” 


He was quiet the rest of the evening, 
id I knew my words had sunk in. Then 
net Marty McBride. Jimmy had told him 
it me, and he came to see me. Marty 

is smart, and he figured me out in a 
irry. He came to the office, told me who 

was, and invited me out to lunch. I was 
ager to go. It was the opportunity I had 
en looking for. 

He took me to the most beautiful place 
had ever seen. Everyone was stylishly 

ssed, and the food was served on real 
with beautiful silver and linen on 
ie tables. I was so fascinated I couldn’t 

p from staring. This was it. This was 
1e of the many things I wanted. 

\larty was watching me carefully. “Like 

” he asked. 

“It’s just perfect.” I sighed. “I’ve never 
een anything as lovely.” 

“You'd like eating in places like this 
ften, wouldn’t you?” he said smilingly. 
“Of course, who wouldn't?” I laughed 
€ fully. 

“Well, Penny, may I call you Penny?” 
nodded, and he went on. “I’m going to 
lk frankly with you. You look like a 
ensible girl as well as a beautiful one.” 

I smiled my thanks and he continued. 

“Jimmy’s a natural boxer. He’s got one 
of the sweetest styles I’ve seen in years. 
th the proper guidance and training he 
uuld go to the top. Imagine it, Penny. 
mmy Lee, champion. And you would be 
here with him. in the limelight. You’d 

ive beautiful clothes, could live wherever 
you wanted. You could travel abroad. any- 
hing. There’s no end to the things you 
vuld do. And if later he still wanted 

become a doctor. well, you’d have the 

mney to do it right.” 

\ly head was soaring. imagining the 
hings as he pictured them to me. I could 
ee myself at parties, or aboard ship on 
my way to Paris. Marty broke into my 
houghts. 

“How does it sound to you?” 


linha 


| 
= 
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“Like a dream come true,” I said. “But, 
what can I do about it?” 

“That’s what I came to see you about,” 
he said. “I’m a pretty good judge of char- 
acter, and seeing what makes people tick. 
And when Jimmy told me about you, I 
could tell that you were his sun, moon and 
stars. The kid’s gone completely, and I can 
see the reason for it.” 

I blushed, but it was like music to my 
ears. 

“Now.” he went on. “I’ve done all I can 
to try and change his mind. I thought if 
you started now. any way you think best, 
you might persuade him. It’s a shame to 
deprive the public of a boxer like him.” 

He made it sound like I would be doing 
Jimmy a favor. Like it was a noble ges- 
ture. And I swallowed it whole. I agreed 
to take a stab at it. I had nothing to lose. 

“T’ll call you in a few days.” I said, “and 
let you know if I make any progress.” 

“Fine,” he answered. “I’ve got one more 
idea. I’ve got tickets to the Ponton-Jones 
bout next week. Ill take you and Jimmy 
as my guests. and we can go to the party 
afterwards. Give him a taste of what it’s 
like. In the meantime, you start working 
on him. 

That night when I saw Jimmy, he told 
me Marty had invited us to the match the 
next week and the party later. 

“You want to go?” he said. 

“Oh. Jimmy.” I hugged him. 
dreamed I’d be doing anything like that. 
It sounds wonderful.” 

He looked pleased at my delight. “Well, 
fine, hon. Glad you're so excited about it. 
I like to make you happy.” 

“Do you. Jimmy?” I asked. snuggling 
close to him. 

“You know I’d do anything for you, 
Penny,” he said. stroking my hair. 

“Jimmy,” I went on, seeing a good op- 
portunity. “Did you ever consider taking 
Marty’s offer seriously. “It’s not such a 
bad life. And we could do so many things.” 

“T know,” he answered. his face thought- 
ful. “It is tempting. But it’s so different 
from what I’d planned for myself.” 

“But it’s a respectable life.” I went on 
eagerly. “And gosh. Jimmy. you could stay 
at it a few years and save lots of money, 
then go back to school and do it easier. 
And Jimmy. we could have enough to start 
your practice right. with all the things a 
doctor needs.” 

He was quiet for a moment, then he 
spoke. 

“Well, I never thought of it that way. I 
suppose I could. I’m only nineteen now. 
A few years and [| still would be young 
enough.” 

“Of course.” I went on eagerly. “It 
would be so much easier for both of us. 
We could be married right away too, Jim- 
my, and I want you so.” 

He crushed me to him then and covered 
me with kisses. I knew I had scored 
heavily, and I had one more point to make. 

“Jimmy honey.” I said softly. “Another 
thing. we could have a child then too... 
and . . . I’d love to have your son.” 

He made a strangled sound as he held 


“T never 


me close again. This time I had a hard 
time keeping my reason. I wanted him as 
much as he did me. After we had cooled 
off Jimmy brought up one more thing that 
he had been thinking about. 

“The thing that worries me, Penny, js 
that I might not want to quit once I got 
started. They say it’s hard to give up all 
the excitement and fanfare once it gets in 
your blood.” 

“But. Jimmy,” I whispered. “You're dif. 
ferent. We’re both different. We would 
work hard and save hard. and in a few 
years you’d be ready to quit.” 

“Well, I'l think about it.” he said. “I'l! 
think real hard if it means that much t 
you... and if it means that I can have 
you sooner. This torture is driving me 
crazy, Penny. After all, ’'m only human.” 

I was glad then that I hadn’t given in te 
him the night he’d left for the Army. | 
had the upper hand now. And I honestly 
didn’t think he’d want to quit once he got 
started. I had no intention of having him 
go back to school, but it was a good sell. 
ing point. No, I wanted only the best for 
Penny Blake. 

The night of the Ponton-Jones fight | 
dressed carefully in the new white strap- 
less | had bought. Jimmy’s face was a pic- 
ture when he saw me. 

“Gosh, Penny. but you’re beautiful.” he 
said softly. 

“Thanks. Jimmy,” I smiled. “You look 
swell too.” 

We met Marty at the arena and found 
our seats. It was the most exciting eve: 
ning I had ever spent. I didn’t see too 
much of the fight. I was too busy watch 
ing all the important people. There were 
famous sports figures. movie stars. busi- 
ness men. etc. I was really impressed. To 
think that some day this might be my life, 
with my guy up there in the ring. Jimmy’s 
eyes were bright with excitement. and 
Marty watched him closely. He looked 
pleased. 

Ponton won the fight with a knockout, 
and the crowd went wild. I cheered wildly 
along with the rest of them. Then we 
found Marty’s car and drove to the party. 
As we entered the apartment I gazed 
around in wonder at the beauty of it. | 
hadn’t dreamed apartments could be so 
big. Soon the place filled up and Jimmy 
and I were alone with our drinks. 

“Quite a layout,” he said, 
around. 

“TIsn’t it something.” I sighed. “Imagine 
living like this. I'd have to pinch myself 
to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.” 

“You'd really like it, wouldn’t you,” 
Jimmy said. 

“Well. who wouldn’t,” I kidded. “It’s 
heaven.” 

Later Marty came back with Burt Pon 
ton and introduced us. 

“Been hearing things about you, kid.” 
Ponton said to Jimmy. “Marty here seems 
to think you’ve got what it takes.” 

“Well. I don’t know.” Jimmy said mod: 
estly. “But I certainly enjoyed your fight 
tonight.” 

“Thanks,” Ponton said. “Started as 4 


looking 








ki 
ck 


th 


= 


tu 
tal 
fec 
dri 
fo 
im 
of 


mj 
me 


ter 
if 
to 
ma 


aro 


be 





a hard 
him as 
cooled 
ng that 


nny, is 
od I got 
up all 
gets in 


vre dif. 
would 
a tew 


d. “T'll 
uch t 
n have 
ng me 
aman.” 
n in to 
rmy. | 
onestly 
he got 
1g him 
id sell. 
est for 


fight | 
strap- 
a pic 


il.” he 
ul look 


found 
o eve 
Pe too 
watch: 
» were 
busi- 

To 

y life, 
mmy’s 
and 


i »ked 


ckout, 
wildly 
n we 
party. 
gazed 
it. | 
be so 
immy 


oking 


agine 
rysell 


” 
you, 





“T's 
Pon: 


kid.” 


eems 


mod: 
fight 


as a 


Nothing to my name but the 

. all this.” 
“You could put 
She’s 


kid like you. 
clothes on my back. Now 

He looked at me then. 
the little lady in furs and diamonds. 
got class.” 

I blushed with pleasure, and the talk 
turned to more general topics. But the 
talk and surroundings had taken their ef- 
fect on Jimmy. Suen other 
drifted near and we were introduced. I 
found myself chatting easily with several 
Soon I was the center 
It went to 


people had 


important people. 
of an admiring group of men. 
my head like wine. 

On the way home that night, Jimmy told 
me he had decided to take Marty’s offer. 

“Seeing you like that, the center of at- 
tention made me realize I might lose 
if I wait too long,” he said. “I’ve decided 
to give Marty the o.k. Then we can be 
married sooner.” 


you 


“Oh. Jimmy.” I cried, throwing my arms 
around him. “I’m so happy. You'll never 
be sorry, I'll see to that.” 


T THE END OF a year and a half, 

Jimmy was well on his way up. He 
had one fairly good fight that paid quite 
well, and asked me to marry him right 
away. I agreed eagerly. It was what I 
had been living for. 

We flew to Mexico on our honeymoon. 
It was like paradise. Jimmy had reserved 
rooms in a big hotel in Mexico City, and 
when we arrived I was thrilled over the 
rooms and the of the city. We ate 
dinner and then went back to the hotel. It 


view 


was our wedding night. 


Jimmy went into the bathroom to 
change, and I put on the filmy black 


nightgown I had bought for my wedding 
night. It was warm and the 
filtered in through the open window. I 
was eager for my lover and felt no desire 
to crawl into bed under the covers like 
some brides I had read about. Instead I 
stood there. outlined in the moonlight. 
Jimmy came in and walked over to me. 
He turned me to him and looked at me 
for a long time. 

“You’re even more beautiful than I 
imagined,” he said softly, his hand cares- 
sing my neck. shoulders and slipping down 
my body. Then he. picked me up and car- 
ried me over to the bed. 
lost in the fieree joy of our love. 

Everything was perfect from the start. 
and it grew more wonderful as the days 
passed. We made a striking couple. and 
heads turned whenever we entered a room. 
This is really living. I thought. And there’s 
only one way to go... up and up! 

Back home again. we found a nice 
ment and settled down to married life. It 
Jimmy was going up 


moonlight 


Soon we were 


apart- 


was always exciting. 


steadily and Marty was around a lot. The 
sports writers were beginning to notice 
Jimmy and wrote lots about him. I saved 


every article in a big book. I was terribly 
proud of him. I think he was happy then. 
Anyhow. he was too busy to think about it. 

I went to every one of his fights. and I 
would hear people whispering about me as 
I found my seat. I always looked my best 
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ind was careful never to over-dress. Jim- 
y was proud of me too, and always 
woked for me and waved before the fight 
san. Then I would sit there tense, ex- 
ed and scared, watching the battle in 
ring. I would yell along with the other 

ns. encouraging him, helping him on. 

Inside of three years he was near the 
top. Our life then was a round of parties, 

ips. excitement. We had plenty of money 

d became acquainted with the entertain- 

sport figures and other important peo- 
ple. We moved into our lovely apartment 

id furnished it ourselves. I had ac- 

ints at all the big stores, and spent my 
lays at parties, plays, etc. It was a swell 

\long about this time Jimmy brought 

» the subject of quitting and going back 

school. I was stunned. I thought he 

id given that idea up. 

“Penny.” he said. “With the money we 

ive I’d be well fixed for a long time. I 
till want to go back to school. I’m afraid 
[ll ruin my hands and my mind if I keep 

up too long.” 

‘But. Jimmy,” I said, “you’re still 

vung. And the money won’t last too long. 
We need enough to start your practice too. 
Why don’t you keep going for a while. We 

stop after a few more fights. I had 
anted to see Paris while we're still 

1) rd 

Then I pressed my body close to him 

| kissed him. It was a weapon I used 

ften. and it always worked. He loved me 
much to deny me anything, and I took 
idvantage of it. Somehow the money went 
and we never seemed to have enough 
ived to quit. Our high living. our trip to 
Paris. our expensive cars all added up. 
But it suited me fine. I didn’t stop to 

nk that this couldn’t last forever. I 

ed only for the present. 

The higher we lived. the more fighting 
Jimmy had to do. He looked unhappy 
these days and I had all I could do to 
keep him cheerful. Everytime I thought 
ut quitting. I would remember the tene- 

ent house with its smells and dirt. Then 
[ knew I couldn’t stop. And then Marty 

id come today to tell me that Jimmy 

isn’t ready for his next fight. 

I got up restlessly. Why had he come? 
[rt had ruined my sense of happiness. I 
id bought a new fur coat and had my 
eye on a yellow convertible. The money 
m his last fight was almost gone. There 
no turning back. Yet deep inside I 
lt a nagging worry. I didn’t want to hurt 
Jimmy. I would see that he took a long 

t after this fight. 

[he phone rang and I answered it. It 

Jimmy. 
“Penny, baby, how are you?” he said, 
: voice so full of love. “I’ve missed you 


“Jimmy,” I cried happily. “I’ve missed 
i too. Can you come home for a while?” 
“I called to tell you I’d be there for the 
ht. I finally got Marty to let me have a 
cht at home. I couldn’t stand being 
iy from you much longer. Ill be glad 
en the fight’s over.” 


I dashed around excitedly. Jimmy 
would be here for a whole evening. When 
he was in training I seldom saw him, and 
I was like a new bride. I ordered his 
favorite dinner to be sent up, and bathed 
and dressed carefully in the lounging suit 
he liked best. By the time I was ready I 
heard him come in. I rushed into his arms. 

“Penny, Penny.” he said over and over, 
holding me tightly in his arms. 

There were tears of happiness in my 
eyes as I looked at him. I loved him so 
much. 


“Come on in, darling,” I said. “I’ve 
ordered dinner. Are you hungry?” 
“A little,’ he smiled. “But not for 


food.” 

“Well, you’d better eat first,” I laughed. 
“You'll have more energy.” 

“As if I needed more,” he said, hugging 
me again. 

“How’s everything going?” I said when 
he let me breathe again. 

“Oh ... fine,” he answered, avoiding 
my eyes. I felt that deep fear again, but I 
refused to let it worry me tonight and 
forced it away. 

“After the fight we’re taking a long 
vacation away from everything,” I said. 
“You need a good rest.” 

“Sounds swell.” he sighed. sinking down 
on the couch, and pulling me into his lap. 
“Missed your daddy?” 

“Oh, darling, it’s been horrible. Marty’s 
a dog to keep you away so long.” 

His eyes were teasing as he answered. 
“He says it’s for my own good. You sap 
my energy.” 

I laughed. “Can I help it if you bring 
out the worst in me?” 

We ate dinner then and I noticed that 
Jimmy did look tired. 

“Do you feel up to this fight?” I said 
at last.. “You look worn out.” 

He glanced up quickly. “Marty been 
talking to you?” 


“No. of course not.” I lied. “I just 
thought you looked tired.” 
“T’m_ o.k..” he said. “Don’t worry. 


Everything will be fine.” 

But later, as we lay in our bed and 
Jimmy slept restlessly beside me I couldn’t 
help worry. He did look different, sort of 
unhappy and discontented. I'll make him 
slow down after this, I promised. I won’t 
let anything happen to him. I was to re- 
gret that night for a long time. If only I 
had done as Marty asked and persuaded 
him to put off the fight it would have 
saved a lot of misery. But I was still too 
selfish to think completely about someone 
besides myself. 

I didn’t see Jimmy again before the 
fight. He called me every day and as- 
sured me that he was fine, but I didn’t 
know. Marty hadn’t talked to me either, 
so I was in the dark. 

For the first time since Jimmy had 
started fighting, I had a sense of forbod- 
ing that night as I walked down the aisle 
to my seat. For once I paid no attention 
to the whispers and nods. I was watching 
eagerly for Jimmy as he entered the arena. 
My heart went out to him when I saw him. 


He looked very tired, there were circles 


under his eyes. For a moment I had a 
wild impulse to jump up and tell him 
not to go into the ring. But I stopped my. 
self. I had my chance earlier. It was too 
late now. 


Att THE preliminaries. the referee 
gave his instructions and the fighters 
went to their corners. Jackson looked won- 
derful and it frightened me. Then the 
bell rang and the fight started. For the 
first two rounds Jimmy held his ground. 
He danced around in his peculiar style 
and gave blow for blow. But Jackson was 
tough and he seemed to me like a lion 
stalking his prey. In the third round, Jim. 
my let one through his guard and he fell 
against the ropes. He recovered quickly, 
but seemed groggy the rest of the round. 
His trainers worked him over carefully, 
and he looked good again as he came out 
in the fourth round. But in a few seconds 
he was hit again, and this time he went to 
his knees. The crowd went wild, but, for 
once, I couldn’t yell. I could only sit there 
in shocked horror. This was my fault. | 
had done it to him. He got up again and 
the bell rang before Jackson could get to 
him again. 

I could hear the talk around me. “The 
kid looks tired, not his old self . . . Jack- 
son’ll take this one .. .” I sat there, un- 
able to move. 

The fifth round started. but the first 
blow of Jackson’s sent Jimmy to the can- 
vas. I felt the blow as much as if he had 
struck me. I bit my lip until I tasted 
blood to keep from screaming as the re- 
feree counted... “One, two. . three 

.’ Then it was all over. People were 
screaming. jumping up and down. throw- 
ing things All for Jackson, the winner. 
Jimmy still hadn’t moved and they carried 
him from the ring. 

Pushing. shoving. forcing. I somehow 
managed to get into the aisle and back to 
the dressing room. Jimmy. my hushand 
was hurt. Marty rushed past me. When 
he saw me his face was a mask of hatred. 

“T hope you’re satisfied now.” he said 
coldly as he went in the door. 

Tears streamed down my face as I stood 
there. I couldn’t go in. I could only stand 
there and hope and pray. After what 
seemed like years. the doctor came out. 

“Doctor Brown.” I cried. “How is he?” 

He looked at me kindly. “He’s a pretty 
sick boy. We’re taking him to the hos- 
pital. The ambulance is coming.” 

“I’m going with him.” I cried. “He'd 
want me there.” 

“Of course.” he agreed. “You and Mr. 
McBride may ride in the ambulance with 
him.” 

That ride was a nightmare of torture 
for me. Jimmy was delirious. He kept 
calling my name and mumbling. His 
words were like knife blades going 
through me. 

“Gotta keep my hands good,” he 
mumbled. “Doctor can’t have bad hands. 
Gotta keep my head . . . poor hands... 
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Demy... Marty ...so tired... 80 


” 


tired... 
It went on and on. Marty didn’t look at 


me. I held Jimmy’s hand tightly in my 
own. They took him away immediately at 
the hospital and Marty and I went into the 
waiting room. We sat there silently, wait- 
ing. After a long time the doctor came in. 
He was smiling. 

“He'll be all right now. He’s suffering 
from nervous exhaustion and fatigue. But 
a few months’ rest, and he'll be as good as 
new. We don’t want him to worry about 
anything. so be careful when you see him. 
He wants you, Mrs. Lee.” 

I went into the room, and Jimmy smiled 
at me from the bed. 

“Sorry I let you down, baby. Guess I 
... Wasn’t ready.” 

“Don’t talk. darling.” I 
down beside him. “You were ready to quit 
anyhow. We've been at it too long. And 
you'd better start your college now if 
youre going to be a doctor while you're 
still young.” 

“Penny.” he stared at me. “You mean 


said, sitting 


you're ready to quit too?” 

“Of course, Jimmy. We've got a big 
future to look forward to. You're going 
to be the best doctor that ever lived.” 

“But. Penny.” he said haltingly Pa | 
geta...a... return 


.. can always 
match.” ~ 

“Let someone else worry about that,” I 
said lightly. “We’re not returning, except 
to school. We want our children to have 
the best. And being a doctor is the best!” 

He closed his eyes then, and all the 
strain left his face. 

“Love you. Penny.” he 
“You're the best.” Then he was asleep. 

I left quietly and went to see Marty. 
When I told him what Jimmy had said 
there were tears in his eyes. 

“I’m not ashamed to cry.” he said. “I 
love him like my own son. And Penny. I’m 
sorry I blamed you. You were just a kid 
when I threw the world at your feet. It 
was my fault.” 

“Don’t blame anyone. Marty. It’s all 
right now. You did so much for us.” 

“Tf you ever need any help. call on me.” 
he said. “I’d be proud to help him become 
a doctor.” 

“Thanks. Marty.” I smiled. “But I 
think from now on we'll be able to stand 
on our own feet. I’ve been given a second 
chance. We still love each other. and that’s 
the most important thing of all.” 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 21) 


ber, but I put him off. Finally, I arose and 
smoothed my skirt. 
tomorrow night. [ll probably be here for 
a nightcap again. Maybe then I'll tell you 
I opened both eyes wide, giv- 


“Come around here 


my name.” 
ing him a lethal dose of sex appeal. Then 
[ turned and walked out of the place. I 
knew he’d be here waiting for me tomor- 
row night! 

Somehow, I was going to keep Bess from 
throwing herself away on this two-timing 
As yet, I did not have 
a definite plan, but one was gradually 
taking form in the back of my mind. 

I know that I would 
gone through with that plan if it hadn’t 
been for the heartbreak I had suffered 
from Joe Allen. That experience had 
twisted and hardened something inside me. 

After talking with Larry Davis in the 
bar. I slipped into bed and lay awake, 
staring at the ceiling while I laid my plan 
to give him a dose of his own medicine. I 


small-town Romeo. 


now never have 


told myself I was doing it to save Bess 
from a broken heart and. consciously. that 
3ut as I look back now, I 
think there must have been a subconscious 
motive of revenge, Because of Joe 
Allen, I hated all men, and I was taking 
it out on Larry Davis because he personi- 
fied the smooth-line, double-crossing type 
that I most despised. 

My thoughts went back to that day in 
New York, when I first walked into Joe 
Allen’s office. I had been like Bess, then, 
trusting and sweet. When Joe Allen in- 
terviewed me for the job of being his 
secretary, I thought he was the _ nicest, 
most considerate man I had ever met. 

Coming from a small town? I was still 
pretty easily dazzled by the poise and 
sophistication of the New York men, espe- 
cially a successful business executive like 
Joe Allen. He was starting a publishing 
company in Harlem. I knew he must have 
a lot on the ball to be in his position, but 
he didn’t appear conceited or over-bearing. 

I got the job as his personal secretary 
and every day that passed, I found some- 
thing new to admire about Joe Allen. He 
ran his office and the publishing firm with 
a quiet, sure authority. He never lost his 
temper, but when he gave an order in his 
well modulated voice, everybody knew he 
meant business. In his late thirties, he 
still had a trim, youthful figure and he 
was bursting with vitality. 

I knew I was falling desperately in love 
with him, and I didn’t care. Even if he 
never thought of me as more than a part 
of his efficiently running office machinery, 
I still wanted to go on adoring him. Just 
to be in the same room with him every day, 


was my motive. 


too. 


to hear his voice and stand at his side to 
help in his work, was paradise. 

That office and Joe Allen became my 
whole world. Sometimes our hands would 
accidentally brush and a flame would leap 
through my body, leaving me trembling 
with a deep emotional desire that I had 
never felt before in my whole life. 

One afternoon, after I had been work- 
ing for Joe for six months, he asked me to 
go out of town with him the next day. 
He explained that he was entertaining 
some out of town clients at his hunting 
lodge in the mountains. They were going 
to discuss an advertising order and he 
needed me along to take notes and handle 
some detail work. 

I enjoyed the drive into the country. I 
hadn't realized how cooped up I had been 
these last six months. I sighed, “I had 
forgotten how green and fresh the country 
could be!” 

Joe reached over and patted my hand. 
“You’ve been working like a fiend, Sue 
Ellen. A little outing will do you good.” 
Then he grinned. “Don’t think I’m com- 
plaining. You're the kind of secretary a 
man dreams of having. but hardly ever 
finds. You’ve taken a great load off my 
shoulders. IT’ll have to confess I don’t 
know what I’d do without you.” 

His grin deepened into a laugh. “There 
now, I’ve violated rule number one of be- 
I’ve left myself wide 
but I’m go- 
Starting 
extra 


ing a smart boss. 
open to be asked for a raise 
ing to beat you to the punch. 
next month, you’re earning an 
twenty dollars every week!” 

My heart filled my throat so I could 
hardly breathe. and not on account of the 
raise. Oh. I could certainly use the extra 
money. but Joe’s praise meant more than 
all the money he could have given me. 
There was a warm, tingling feeling inside 
me that went all the way down to my toes. 

The lodge was a lovely rustic cabin in a 
beautiful setting of pines. I hardly had a 
chance to look at it. though, because we 
started right to work as soon as we en- 
tered the front door and kept it up without 
a break until the sun went down. Then 
Joe’s clients. who had been there over the 
week-end hunting and fishing. left in their 
cars to go home. and Joe and I fell into 
chairs. exhausted. 

“What a day.” Joe sighed, looking at 
the papers. empty high ball glasses and 
filled ash trays that littered the room. “We 
got a whopping big order out of this, but 
I’m pooped.” 

“You sit right where you are.” I or- 
dered. “I'll clean this mess up before we 
leave. I’m still as fresh as a daisy.” That 
was stretching things a bit. but I was too 
glad to be doing things for Joe to think 
about my fatigue. I gathered the ash trays 
and took them into the kitchen to wash 
them. As I tidied up the cabin. I hummed 
softly under my breath. I pretended that 
Joe and I were married and this was our 
home and I was cleaning up after supper. 

It was a hopeless dream. Joe was all 
wrapped up in the publishing venture he 
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as trying to make successful. And be- 
sides, he had never shown any feeling for 
me other than the kindly attitude of a 
boss who appreciated the work his secre- 
tary was doing. No, I thought with a 
sigh, I was still just part of the office 

juipment as far as Joe was concerned. 
But that didn’t keep me from loving him! 

I returned to the main room and I was 
surprised to see that Joe had a big fire 

aring in the stone fireplace. “Started 
getting chilly,” Joe explained. “Listen to 
that wind. Blowing up a storm outside.” 

It really was. The pines moaned and 

eavy rain drops splattered against the 

ndow panes. Inside the cabin, though, 
with the fire going, it was cozy and warm. 

‘Suppose we have one more drink be- 
fore we start back,” Joe suggested. 

Looks like we’re going to have a wet, 

sty drive.” 

“Fine,” I agreed, happy at the chance 
to spend a few more minutes with him. 
[ sat on the couch before the fire, kicked 

y shoes off and curled my feet under me. 
Joe brought me a drink and I sipped it. I 

In’t like the taste and the gin brought 
ears to my eyes, but I drank all of it, not 

inting Joe to think I was a dumb coun- 

girl having her first drink—which I 


\ warm, comfortable glow spread 
hrough me. I felt deliciously at ease and 
eyelids were droopy. I giggled at 
ething Joe said, which suddenly 
med enormously funny. He finished his 
nk and suddenly sat beside me. Gent- 
he took my hand and the tingling feel- 
ran all through me again. 
Sue Ellen,” he said softly, and pulled 
close to him. 
“Joe—” A whispered cry broke in my 
roat. My heart fluttered like a scrap of 
uper tossed in the wind. The room spun 
ind and the whole world became Joe’s 
s about me, and the searching caress 


his lips, claiming mine. 
He pushed me away, suddenly, and 
1 into my eyes. “Darling, I want you 


KEG 


to know something. I want you to know I 


you.” 
“TI love you too, Joe. So much!” I 
suldn’t hold the tears back. They trickled 
wn my cheeks, tears of unbelieving hap- 
ess. This was my wildest dream, come 
“You have to understand something 
it me, though, my darling.” he said, 
looking into my eyes intently. “I am a 
ambitious guy. Some day I’m going 
get to the top and I won’t let anything 
d in my way to do it. Right now I’m 
rtgaged to the hilt. I quit a high-paying 
and sank everything I have into this 
blishing company. Darling, I want to 
irry you; I’ve never loved any woman 
way I love you. But I won’t marry you 
til | can do it right. For the time being 
| have to put every cent I make back into 


business.” 
His fingers gripped my shoulders, al- 
ist painfully. “Will you belong to me 
vay, Sue Ellen?” he asked huskily. 


“Will you trust me for a while? I need 
you so much—” 


I SWALLOWED A painful lump. I 

didn’t exactly understand all of his 
words, only the desperate need. “Oh, Joe, 
darling,” my heart whispered, “how can I 
deny you when I need you so terribly, 
too?” 

I drew a deep breath and then I quietly 
turned my back on decency and self- 
respect, on all the years of religious and 
moral guidance that my mother had given 
me. I realized fully what Joe was asking 
—and I was so in love with him, I was 
willing to do anything for him. I whisper- 
ed, “It doesn’t make any difference, Joe 
. . . Pll do anything for you—” 

With a soft cry of joy, Joe took me in 
his arms again. The wind sang through 
the pines and the roaring logs burned 
themselves into dying embers. It was past 
midnight when Joe and I finally started 
back to New York. 

Inside, I felt confused and a little fright- 
ened at the step I had taken. But not re- 
gret. No, I was Joe’s woman. I loved him 
with all my heart and I believed that he 
loved me. Hadn’t he told me so? I would 
stand at his side and help him in his busi- 
ness struggle. And one day, maybe a year, 
maybe a little longer, Joe would be able 
to marry me. 

Oh, what a blind, trusting little fool I 
was! 

I became Joe’s slave. My whole life 
centered about him and I did anything to 
make him happy and to please him. Joe 
bought clothes for me, the right kind of 
clothes. He schooled me in the smart, 
sophisticated chit-chat that went on end- 
lessly at the cocktail parties that were so 
important for business reasons. I kept up 
on the latest plays and books. I made my- 
self over for Joe, gladly, willingly, as a 
woman will do for the man she adores. 

We worked like slaves. Sometimes for 
a week at a time. we would be at the office 
from nine in the morning until past mid- 
night every day. As I learned more about 
the business. I realized on what a slim 
margin it had been started. Only Joe’s 
drive and superhuman efforts had kept it 
on its feet in the early days. Now it was 
gradually pulling out of the red. I was 
so proud of Joe! He had become a god 
to me that could accomplish anything. 

Then, I discovered that I was pregnant. 
For several days, I had fought off the 
nausea and dizzy spells, afraid to face the 
truth. Finally, I went to a doctor and he 
confirmed my I was confused, 
frightened, and happy, all at the same 
time. Perhaps, I thought hopefully. this 
would be the turning point. Now, maybe 
Joe would arrange somehow to marry me. 
Surely, he would want his child to have 
a legal name. I wouldn’t mind how we’d 
have to scrimp by in a small apartment 
at first. 

I went in a lunch room for a cup of 
coffee and a quiet moment to plan how I 
would break the news to Joe. But I never 


fears. 


got to tell him. While I was waiting for 
the coffee, I opened a newspaper. Almost 
the first thing I saw was the story about 
“Prominent family announces engagement 
of their daughter to young publisher.” 
Yes, the publisher was Joe Allen! 

I fainted right there in the lunchroom. 
They brought me around after a minute 
and the excited manager wanted to call 
a doctor. But I pushed him aside and 
stumbled out into a cold wintery rain. 
For hours, I walked in a daze, bumping 
into people, stumbling. 

Finally, soaked to the bone, I dragged 
myself up to my apartment and fell across 
the bed. Then the tears came in great 
hysterical sobs. It just couldn’t be true! 
Joe couldn’t do a thing like that to me— 
not after all his promises. Not after all 
I had been to him! 

But he could and did. “I’m sorry, 
baby,” he said coldly, when we finally had 
our showdown. “I told you I’m a very 
ambitious guy. Sure I still love you. This 
chick I’m marrying doesn’t mean anything 
to me. But her father is very wealthy. He 
can make me the success I’ve always 
dreamed.” 

“But Joe,” I pleaded, “we’re beginning 
to get somewhere with the publishing firm. 
I'll keep working to help you. I'll work 
hard. Together—” 

He shook his head. “It won’t work, 
baby. Without the right capital behind it, 
well go on beating our brains out for 
years and never get anywhere.” Then he 
tried to take me in his arms. “It doesn’t 
have to make any difference to us. honey. 
We can go on the way we have been.” 

I stared at Joe, shaking all over. with a 
cold, greasy knot of nausea in the pit of 
my stomach. Suddenly his touch was 
loathsome. In an instant all the great love 
and tenderness inside me turned into wild 
hatred. “Get out!” I screamed. “Get out 
of my apartment!” I beat at him with my 
fists. 

For hours after he’d left, I moaned and 
sobbed hysterically. I turned on the cold 
shower with shaking fingers. but even that 
didn’t help. Finally. a neighbor girl across 
the hall heard me and called a doctor. He 
gave me a shot and I finally went to sleep. 
The next day I packed for home. Id 
never told Joe Allen that I was carrying 
his child. 

So now you can understand why I was 
so worried about Bess. and why I de 
spised Larry Davis for the run-around he 
was giving my kid sister. It looked to me 
that she was setting herself up for the 
same tragedy that I was going through. | 
wanted to spare her that. It would hurt 
her to lose Larry Davis now, but it would 
be a quick, sharp pain that would soon 
be forgotten. 

The next night, I slipped out of the 
house again and met Larry Davis at the 
appointed time in the bar. 

“Hello. ‘Mystery Woman,’” he grinned, 
sliding into the booth beside me. “I 
haven’t been able to get you out of my 
mind all day. Are you going to tell me 
your name tonight?” 
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“Maybe,” I parried, arching an eye- 
brow. “Buy me a drink and we'll see.” 

I didn’t tell Larry my name that night. 
I kept him guessing a few nights longer, 
while I got him more firmly hooked and 
decided definitely on my plan. 

I was going to marry Mr. Larry Davis! 
That was the decision that had gradually 
formed in my mind. The more I thought 
about the idea, the more I liked it, for it 
would solve everybody’s problem. First, I 
would save Bess from ruining her life. She 
would be crushed for a while, maybe even 
hate me, but in the long run, one day she 
would thank me. Second, I would have a 
husband when my baby was born and thus 
save myself and my family the shame of 
an illegitimate birth. And last, it would 
serve a two-timing, no good heart-breaker 
like Larry Davis right. 

Yes. I know it was a warped, selfish plan 
that could only bring worse sorrow to my- 
self and others. But I didn’t realize it, 
then. I was too blinded by my revengeful 
bitterness, and my hatred of men in gen- 
eral. Really, I wanted to marry Larry 
Davis to hurt him. I wanted to break his 
heart in a thousand places and watch him 
squirm. 

I saw Larry every night at the bar. After 
a week, I had him at my feet. He held my 
hand and gazed wretchedly into my eyes. 
“I’ve never run into a woman like you be- 
fore,” he told me. “You’re so much more 
polished and sophisticated than the local 
chicks. You’ve got me nuts. Why won’t you 
tell me your name or see me anywhere be- 
sides in this bar? Are you married?” 

“No,” I answered. “Free as the air. But 
you aren’t. I’ve heard that you’re engaged. 
Why should I waste my time on a guy 
that’s already scheduled to take the trip 
down the aisle?” 

His eyes lowered and he frowned. “I can 
get out of that,” he mumbled. 

Oh, what a dog you are, Larry Davis, 
my heart screamed. I could hardly keep 
from scratching his eyes out on the spot. 
Somehow, I kept my voice level. “Well, 
that might put a different light on the 
matter. Take me out of this place, honey. 
Take me for a ride. . . .” 

He almost fell over himself, escorting 
me out to his car. We rode for a while in 
the moonlight and then he parked and 
drew me into his arms. I let him kiss me. 
Coldly, calculatingly, I played up to him, 
letting my lips part with a tiny moan, 
pressing myself against him—and all the 
time, hating him with every fibre of my 
being. 

I played it right up to the edge, until I 
knew he was almost out of his mind with 
desire. Then I held him away. “Sorry. This 
little gal has a price tag.” I held up the 
third finger of my left hand. “A wedding 
band, right here.” 

His eyes were puzzled. “Of course I 
want to marry you. I’m in love with you. 
But you don’t have to be so cold-blooded 
about it. Now are you going to tell me 
your name?” 

“It’s Sue.” I replied. with an inward 
smile of victory. “The last name doesn’t 


matter—because just as soon as we can get 
a license, it’s going to be Davis!” 

“Sue!” he cried happily. 

So, Larry Davis married me. And not 
until after the justice of the peace said the 
words, did I tell him who I really was. He 
was dumbfounded and more than a little 
sore. 

“T knew there was something familiar 
about you, but that New York polish had 
me fooled. Golly. Sue, this seems like a 
kind of dirty trick to play on your own 
sister,” he muttered. “She'll hate you until 
your dying day.” 

“Look who’s being self-righteous,” I 
fired back at him. “After all you were the 
one who was engaged to the girl.” 

“IT know,” he answered miserably. “But 
I never was sure. That’s why I kept put- 
ting her off—-” 

“Men like you never are sure as long as 
there’s another skirt within a radius of a 
hundred miles,” I thought grimly. 

Facing Bess and mother was the hardest 
thing I’ve ever done. Mother’s face was 
frozen, shocked. Bess went all to pieces. 
“Oh, Sue Ellen,” she sobbed. “How could 
you! I loved him so—” She turned and 
ran to her room. I followed her and sat 
on the edge of her bed. Her face was 
buried in her pillow to stifle the broken- 
hearted sobs. 

Gently, I touched her shoulder. “Darling, 
I know you hate me. But please try to 
understand. It’s best that it happened this 
way. You know Larry’s feeling for you 
deep or he 


couldn’t have been very 
wouldn’t have done this to you. You 
wouldn’t have wanted to marry a man 


who didn’t care any more for you than 
that. would you?” 

She raised her swollen, tear-stained face. 
“Get out,” she hoarsely. “I 
never want to see you again. You stole the 
man I loved.” 


whispered 


VEN NOW THE pain comes back as 
~ fresh and cutting as the day she said 
those words to me. I loved Bess more than 
anyone else in the world. My heart cringed 
at the fury in her eyes. Oh, I wanted so 
desperately for her to understand I was 
doing this for her own good. But I knew 
that nothing I could say or do, then, would 
convince her of that. Time alone would 
show her, I told myself. 

Larry and I went to a nearby city for a 
week-end honeymoon. That was all the 
time he could get off from his job which 
was superintendent for a number of apart- 
ment houses. We had a gay time that week- 
end. I drank more than I should have and 
laughed loudly to drown the memory of 
Bess’s angry words. 

At night in our hotel room, I returned 
Larry’s embraces with a fire that delighted 
him. But it was all an act. Enjoy yourself 
while you may, I thought grimly. The hon- 
eymoon is just about over, my friend, and 
then you are going to pay for all the hurt 
you have given my sister. 

Yes. although Bess was angry with me, 
I was still convinced in my own heart that 
Larry was really to blame. He had been 


trifling on her before I came along. If he 
would have been the decent type, he never 
would have given me a second look that 
night in the bar. Why, I picked him up the 
very night he had given Bess her engage- 
ment ring! 

{ planned to begin paying him back for 
that the minute we returned home, but 
something happened that delayed my 
plans—almost permanently. We had a bad 
wreck. 

Larry and I had both been drinking on 
our last night, before we started home 
early in the morning. The roads were slip- 
pery and Larry was driving his big Buick 
far too fast. We hit a bad curve and I 
felt the tires skid. The last thing I remem- 
ber was my own terrified screams ringing 
in my ears. 

When I opened my eyes, I had trouble 
focusing them. I saw everything double. 
After blinking several times, I managed to 
clear my vision a bit. Dazedly, I recog- 
nized Larry, bending over me with an 
anxious expression on his face. “Sue... 
Sue, darling,” he whispered. “Do you 
know me?” 

His eyes looked awful, as if he hadn’t 
slept in a long time. There was a wide 
patch of adhesive across his forehead. Be- 
wilderedly. I looked around. Why, I was 
in a hospital room! 

I tried to sit up, but Larry gently 
pressed me back. “You’re all right. dar- 
ling. but you mustn’t move yet. You had 
a slight concussion. You’ve been uncon- 
scious since the wreck, two days ago.” 

“Two days ago!” I gasped. 

A sudden frightened thought raced 
through my mind. I must have been ex- 
amined by a doctor. Had he discovered 
my pregnancy? Anxiously. I studied Lar- 
ry’s face. but it showed nothing except 
weariness and concern for me. With a sigh, 
I relaxed. My secret was still safe. I didn’t 
want Larry to know the truth until the 
proper moment. 

“Bess,” I whispered suddenly. “Does she 
know? Has she been here to see me?” 

Larry avoided my eyes. “Hush, darling. 
You must sleep some more.” 

I closed my eyes and tears trickled down 
my cheeks. She still had not forgiven me. 
She had not even come to the hospital, 
though she must have known I was badly 
injured. 

They kept me there for two more days. 
Mother came to see me, bringing flowers, 
but Bess did not come. 

By the end of the week I was home and 
in a few more days I had recovered en- 
tirely. Except for the persistent morning 
sickness. I was quite well. I knew that 
pretty soon I was going to have to tell 
Larry about my condition, but I wanted 
to wait long enough so that he would think 
it was his child. 

Meanwhile. I began inventing excuses 
to avoid his love-making. At night when 
he tried to take me in his arms, I told him 
that my head still bothered me from the 
accident and I turned a cold cheek to his 
kisses. He did not force me. but he began 
looking harried and nervous. 
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In a few weeks, I told Larry that I was 


pregnant with his child. He accepted the 


lief that it had been conceived on our 
ymoon, and he was very considerate 
ng my pregnancy. When my little 
ghter, Joanie, arrived in seven months 
believed that she was premature. For- 
itely, she was exceptionally tiny and 
loctor did not give my secret away. 
hould have been contented with my 
daughter and my home, but the old 
erness, the restless urge to hurt some- 
as | had been hurt, kept nagging at 


ne. Nights when Larry had to work, I 


da baby sitter and I went down to 
bar. I flirted shamelessly. There was 
some good-looking guy ready to 
drinks and share a laugh with me. 

rry wasn’t blind to what was going 
My coldness toward him, and the 
[ came in late with liquor on my 
told the story pretty plainly. He 
pick a fight with me, but he became 
and a sad, haunted look grew in 

ry stayed away from home more and 
He would come in for meals and 

iy with Joanie, whom he adored. and 
he would get up and walk restlessly 
for hours at a time. 
he was home. I would 
at me with a puzzled, 


lisappearing 
es. when 
him gazing 
ning expression in his eyes. 
He grew thinner and older as _ the 
passed. Inwardly, I gloated. “A-ha, 
Davis! This will pay you back for 
heart-break . . for all the 
earts you have broken!” 
were married two full years before 
blow-up. One night. I hired a 
tter and went to a cocktail lounge. 
[ was sipping my drink, a good- 
man, who had been sitting at the 
me to my booth and asked me to 
with him. There happened to be a 


and 


dreamy number on the nickelode- 
I was in the mood to dance, so I 


as a good dancer. If I let him hold 
little blame it the 
I'd had and the reckless mood I 

\ly flirting never went beyond let- 
buy me a drink, or dancing 
e. so it would have ended right 


too close. on 


Man 


the man’s wife hadn’t come into 

ce looking for him. 
lt turned out that he had been cheating 
and the jealous type. 
she saw us together, she decided I 


she was 


girl he’d been dating. 

oman took a little black automatic 
her handbag. The next thing I knew, 
were pistol shots, and women 
ing and the hoarse shouts of men. 
rrified eyes, I saw the man I had 
with, writhing on the floor, clutch- 


stomach. 


\ HARDLY bring myself, even now, 
e about the shame and embar- 
t of that night. The police came 
ryone in the bar at the time of the 


shooting was taken to police headquarters 
for questioning. The whole scandal was 
made public in the newspapers. I was 
branded as the wounded man’s girl friend 
in the lurid newspaper stories. 

Larry stood by me through the whole 
mess. But after it was over. my husband 
quietly told me he was leaving me. 

“T’ve put up with a lot since I married 
you, Sue,” he told me, his voice trembling 
with emotion. “There were plenty of times 
I was so sick of the way you were acting, I 
wanted to walk right out on you. But I 
stuck it out because I loved you. I still 
do, and God help me, I guess I always will. 
I love Joanie, too. As much as if she were 
my own. But there’s no use trying to 
make a go of this kind of marriage. As 
much as it hurts, I’m leaving you, Sue.” 

His words cut at my heart. This was the 
victory I had wanted. To see a guy like 
Larry Davis suffering. But somehow, the 
victory fell flat. One sentence he had spok- 
en kept repeating itself over and over in 
my ears. “I love Joanie. too. As much as if 
she were my own.” 

My hand groped out and touched his 
arm. “Larry.” I whispered hoarsely, unbe- 
lievingly. “Larry—you knew about Joan- 
ie? All along?” 

His eyes turned downward. “Yes. When 
you had the concussion after the wreck, 
you were out of your head. talking deliri- 
ously. I sat beside you in the hospital for 
two days. I heard the whole story. about 
your affair with Joe Allen in New York, 
from your own lips.” 

I shook my head. unable to comprehend. 
“And still you stayed married to me? Why 
didn’t you leave me then?” 

“Because you needed me.” he said sim- 
ply. “And I loved you. You were the only 
woman I ever really loved. But I should 
have married your sister. Bess. . . .” 

Then he turned and walked out 
house. A sob broke from my lips. 

I learned a lesson that day that I have 
never forgotten. I no longer hate all men. 
Now I know that there are all kinds of 
men, just as there are all kinds of women. 
Sure. there are guys like Joe Allen who 
will take a girl for all they can get out of 
her and then brush her off. But there are 
also guys like Larry Davis. who will make 
faithful. tender husbands if given half a 
chance. 

I know that Larry didn’t deliberately 
hurt Bess when he married me. He simply 
had loved me more, and thought he was 
doing the right thing. He had never been 
sure of his love for her. that’s why he’d 
continued to see other girls, trying to find 
his own heart for sure. 

Well. Larry and I are divorced and he is 
I am writing this 


of the 


now married to Bess. 
story in hopes that they will read it and 
find it in their hearts to forgive me. There 
is no bitterness or hatred left in me. I have 
Joanie, and maybe some day a nice guy 
like Larry will come along again. I'll be 
waiting. because I have rid myself of “Sue 
Ellen, Man Hater,” forever. 

THE END. 


I Bought 
My Child 
A Father 


(Continued from Page 27) 


and he propped up a pair of worn but 
polished size twelves. 

As Joe became engrossed in the movie, 
I found myself watching him closely. He 
was the kind of guy who'd call you honey, 
dear, sweet thing ... all talk, but he'd 
seldom even hold your hand. 

I'd never been able to quite figure him 
out. When he had first started sitting on 
the corner of my desk at the school where 
I worked and he was studying for his 
degree, he seemed only to be interested in 
cheering me up after the news of Gordon’s 
death. Then he began dropping in at my 
apartment. and I had wondered if his in- 
terest was going beyond the sympathy 
stage. 

However, more than six months 
elapsed and he was still playing the role 
of a good friend only. Sometimes I thought 
that maybe it was the financial barrier that 
lay between us that prevented his express- 
ing love for me. Or possibly he feared 
I still loved Gordon too much to give him 
a chance. In spite of these possibilities, 
I had finally decided Joe wasn’t in love 
with me at all—he was only dropping in 
because of his loneliness and lack of 
money for other activities. 

As Joe sipped his beer, my eyes trav- 
eled from his closely cropped brown hair 
to the broad shoulders in a green terry 
cloth shirt. He said he had bought terry 
cloth shirts to cut down his ironing. Joe 
was attractive, even though you couldn't 
really cal! him handsome. 

I was still feeling rather sure of myself. 
and the glow of the liquor still persisted, 
which I suppose, was because I had done 
so little drinking in my life. I hadn’t even 
touched my beer yet. fearing bad results 
from mixing drinks, but Joe en- 
grossed in the film, he hadn’t even noticed. 

Suddenly. a thought came to me. Why 
hadn't I thought of Joe two hours ago! 
It certainly was an idea well worth work- 
ing out. and by the time the movie was 
over. I'd have all the details clear in my 
mind. 

The odds were heavy against his going 
along with my idea, but what could I lose 
by asking? Two years ago when my father 
died and left me $15.000, I would never 
have dreamed that it would be used like 
this. or even that I could be capable of 
such a plan. 

I couldn't put the money to better use 
than to buy what I wanted most in the 
world. a baby! Would he believe I could 
want a baby so much? 

Joe would be getting financial support 
from me long enough to earn his degree 
in salesmanship which he seemed to want 
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more than anything. He had almost two 
more years to go and his GI allowance had 
run out and his bank account was pitifully 
low. 

The movie was over and I walked over 
and turned off the TV. 

“Calling it quits already. Hon?” 
“Joe.” I was surprised that my voice was 
so steady. I’m glad I’m not in love with 
him. I thought. That would make it so 
dificult. So I suggested that we take a 
drive in my car. It would give both of us 
a chance to relax. Then I told my story 
.. almost without expression. as_tone- 
lessly as if I were discussing an automo- 
bile trade-in “.. and we can be 
married right away, next week. And in 
two years, whether there is a child or not, 
you'll be free to get a divorce. You can 
see our . . . my child any time after that, 
if you wish.” 

Joe sat very still, staring straight ahead. 
I pulled the car over to the curb. 

“Joe. you can think it over a day or so. 
I realize it’s quite a decision to make.” I 
couldn’t see his face enough to know if he 
was surprised or shocked at me. or just 
what he might be thinking. “I can have 
put it into writing, if you'd 


” 


a lawyer 
pather ... 

Suddenly he looked at me. There was a 
look on his face I'd never before. 
“No. Lucille, don’t bother about a lawyer. 
That won’t be necessary at all. And you 
needn’t bother to drop me off at home. I 
can walk from here.” 

“My answer is yes, yes we'll get married 
Saturday. I'll call you tomorrow about the 
details. Goodnight, Lucille.” 

I felt as if I'd been slapped. This was 
the last kind of reaction I had expected. 
And to think I had expected to be excited 
and happy if he consented! It was sur- 
prising enough that he’d said yes at all, 
but to think he did so with only slight 
hesitation and no comment. 

I had pictured him hesitating a day or 
so, then maybe dropping in and joking 
about it—Joe had always joked—and may- 
be saying, “Well, Honey, don’t I get a 
kiss to seal the bargain.” Or if he didn’t 
want to go through with it, saying. “Lu- 
cille. you’re a real sweet kid. Most guys 
would think I have rocks in my head to 
turn down such ari offer, but you see, ’m 
not in love with you. I’m the old fashioned 
type—maybe full of hell, but old fashioned 
—I'd have to love a gal a lot to walk down 
the aisle with her . . .” 

No. he had just said coldly, “I'll call you 
tomorrow about the details.” God had 
chosen a strange way of answering my 
selfish prayer. 

This man who could so easily bargain 
with a life. with three lives, was to be the 
father of the only child I might ever have. 


seen 


HE FIRST TWO months of our mar- 
riage were a nightmare. I was not mar- 
ried to the man who used to sit on my 
couch and watch my television. the man 
who used to argue to see a western movie. 
I was married to a polite stranger. His 


constant “Yes. Lucille . .. yes, Lucille” 
nearly drove me mad. Oddly, there were 
brief moments of tenderness, thank God 
for that. I could never have gone through 
with it if it had been otherwise. But when 
his brief love-making was over, the real 
the only purpose of our wedlock 
—was over, he attitude. 

I had been surprised at his tenderness 
brother and 


purpose- 
resumed his old 


on our wedding night. His 
picked me up at my 
apartment, and when we met Joe at the 
minister’s house for the little private cere- 
mony, Joe had little to say. The 
others had thought Joe was just nervous 
in typical bridegroom fashion, and I was 
glad they interpreted it that way. 

We’d had a quiet dinner at a small 
restaurant, and by the time we had arrived 


sister-in-law had 


very 


at my apartment, we had both had several 
martinis and an after-dinner drink, and I 
was thankful for its dulling effects on my 
inhibitions. After each drink, I'd felt my- 
self becoming more and more tolerant to- 
ward Joe’s non-committal attitude. 
During those first two months I hated 
the way he let me sign a check for six 
hundred dollars for tuition. without a word 
hated 


acting 


of apology or acknowledgment. I 
his efficiency in our 
more like a houseboy than a husband. I 


apartment, 


hated his constant politeness. 

But strangely. I didn’t hate Joe. I would 
have welcomed a quarrel, or even one of 
his little stubborn streaks in choosing what 
watch on television. But I didn’t 
It was just that I couldn't un- 
Surely it wasn’t his pride 
He had seemed to ac- 


we'd 
hate him. 
derstand him. 
doing this to him. 
cept my money without hesitation. Was it 
embarrassment at being a husband just to 
father my child? That under- 
standable, but he hadn't embar- 
rassed when I suggested the plan. 

Then came the day—two months and 
one week after our wedding—the day I'd 
prayed for, the day I had fervently hoped 
would come before our two-year contract 
I didn’t wait to ride home with 
Joe that day. Instead. I just left a note 
at his locker: “Don’t wait for me. I’m 
going home early.” 

I wasn’t at the doctor’s office long. By 
four-thirty I was at my apartment, taking 
a shower, putting on fresh make-up, hum- 
ming as I took my pink suit out of the 
It was a nice feeling to want to 
had 


would be 


seemed 


expired. 


closet. 
dress up and go out for dinner. I 
almost lost my self-confidence and my de- 
sire to be atractive. No doubt Joe would 
be softened by my news, and he’d say this 
was a day to celebrate. It seemed years 
since Joe had told me how pretty I was. 
I heard his key in the front door, and 
picking up my purse. I walked into the 
living room. Joe looked at me briefly, with 
curiosity. 
“Oh, hi. 
with me. 


Going somewhere? It’s okay 
I can cook myself some bacon 
and Got a lot of studying to do 
tonight.” 

“Joe. I have some news for you. 


20 9S 
eggs. 


We're 


... I’m going to have a baby.” 


He looked at me a moment, but it 
seemed like eternity. His expression didn’t 
change. “I’m glad for you, Lucille. I know 
that’s what you want most.” He put his 
books on the table. “Have you already 
had your dinner, or shall I cook you some 
bacon and eggs too?” 

Suddenly I was weak with rage. Damn 
him, damn. No other words could come 
to my numb brain. I glanced at myself in 
the mirror beside the front door. I’m 
pretty, even when I’m so unhappy. I’m 
pretty, even when I’m pregnant. Some 
women get acne complexions and _ puffy 
eyes, but not me. Joe used to tell me my 
hair was rich and brown as fresh fudge. 
To think I'd expected him to compliment 
me when he came in! 

I turned. “No, I don’t want any bacon 
and I'm going to a movie,” and 
slammed the front door. 

During the next month Joe continued his 
cool politeness. only more so. When I had 
returned from the movie that night, he 
had moved his books and clothes to the 
spare bedroom. It almost time for 
semester exams now, and he spent most 
of his time in his room studying, seeing 
me only at mealtime and when we drove to 
and from school. 

One morning as I sat in the car waiting 
for Joe to come down, I noticed myself in 
the mirror. I was a mess. Lately I’d been 
exhausted when I went to bed, and last 
night was the first time in ages I'd gone 
to bed without doing something to my hair. 
And this moring I had experienced my 
first morning nausea. Feeling bad and 
looking bad were new experiences for me, 
and as Joe came bounding down the apart- 
ment steps two at a time, I watched his 
long muscular legs and angular body and 
felt a sudden resentment for his pep and 
spirit. 

Then I-thought of the moments of ten- 
derness I had experienced with him and 
the apparent ease with which he gave me 
up and moved to the spare room, never 
acting as though he missed the moments 
I'd spent in his arms, and my resentment 
burned within me. 

He opened the door on the driver’s side. 
“How about letting me hold the reins in 
this buggy?” 

It came as a complete surprise to me. 
I'd always done the driving, and my new 
convertible, my beautiful new car was cer- 
tainly not part of his contract. And he 
couldn’t have chosen a worse moment to 
demand to take over. 

“Joe,” for the first time since our mar- 
riage, my voice trembled. “Joe, it’s high 
time you learned that being a kept man 
does not include taking over my car.” 

For a moment I thought he hadn’t heard. 
He slowly stacked his books on the back 
seat. Then he stopped and looked directly 
into my eyes for a moment, and it almost 
seemed that I saw a kind of softness about 
his expression. 

“Lucille. believe me, I don’t want to take 
over anything. You’ve been nervous and 
irritable . . . maybe you can’t help it... 
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but for your own good, you better let me 
do the driving.” 

We rode in silence the rest of the way. 

That night on the way home. I again 
remained silent as I watched Joe at the 
wheel. steering deftly through the traffic, 
wondering as I watched, how Id ever 
stand this kind of life until our “contract” 
expired. If he wanted to live solitary 
confinement, by golly I’d oblige. 

“Lucille, I accepted a part time job to- 
day. It isn’t much. a hundred dollars a 
month for lecturing at the school two 
His voice sounded light, 
But why should 


nights a week.” 
almost like it used to be. 
he be looking for jobs? Didn’t I promise 
to pay his bills for two years. Suddenly it 
irritated me that he should make such 
ridiculous attempt to be independent. 

“But, Joe, there’s no need for you to 
work. After all, two nights a week away 
from your studies, just for a hundred dol- 
lars. The little pay hardly worth the 
effort.” 

“Lucille. I can’t afford to turn down 
opportunities like this. It could pave the 
way to something better later. I need the 
practice too.” And after a pause, “You 
know, money isn’t everything to some 
people anyway!” 

Below the belt 
ing below the belt now. It’s no use. I 
should just pay him off and tell him to get 
out. I don’t need him any more. No. I'll 
not tell him to get out. That’s probably 
just what he wants. now that his part of 


he was really strik- 


the bargain is fulfilled. 

“Incidentally. Lucille. I'm to attend my 
first faculty dinner next Friday. I'd appre- 
ciate it if you'd plan to go with me. The 
wives are expected to go.” 

I didn’t bother to answer. Of course I'd 
go. I might as well go to the dinner and 
listen to people talk about things I’m not 
interested in as sit home. 

As we rode the rest of the way home. his 
words kept repeating themselves in my 
ears ... the wives are expected to go 
. .. the wives are expected to go. I had 
a crazy hysterical desire to laugh. The 
wives . that 
wasn't a wife. I was only a 
woman. I was only a meal ticket. I was 
only the woman Joe used to live with. I 


would exclude me. I 


pregnant 


furnished a new car for him to drive. 

The day for the 
hot and humid. I couldn’t remember when 
the first hot day of the year had bothered 
me so much. I didn’t think a 
scarcely three months pregnant would no- 
but that after- 
to the corner 


faculty dinner dawned 


woman 


tice the additional weight. 
noon when I walked down 
drug store and bought some new cologne 
just for an excuse to avoid boredom, my 
feet felt tight in my shoes. and a dizzy 
heaviness swept over me as I walked up 
the apartment steps. 


T HAD ONLY BEEN two days since I 
quit my job at the school and already 
loneliness was moving in on me. I suppose 


some women in my position would have 


started to hate the baby, the creature that 
ruled everything. the life that had brought 
on my unhappiness. I had given up keep. 
ing in contact with my girl friends. The 
job of putting on an act when they talked 
of their wonderful husbands had grown 
too much for me. The love and tenderness 
I had felt the day in the doctor’s office 
when I had held the tiny baby had left me, 
and in its place had grown a strong, pos- 
sessive feeling. 

I realize now that it was not love, it was 
the most intense selfishness a woman could 
ever harbor. There were times when I was 
even sure I could smell the talcum that 
was on that baby I had held. It never once 
occurred to me that all women do not have 
the same attitude when they’re expecting 
a baby, that it was all wrong, that a woman 
must love her baby but not permit it to be 
a fixation. 

I was sure that coveting my baby and 
showing the world and Joe that I could 
achieve my goal were all one emotion. 

It was almost time for Joe to come home 
before I started to get ready for the din- 
ner. I knew it was late and I'd have to 
hurry but I just couldn’t. I had thought | 
would enjoy getting ready to go out for a 
but I felt drugged. Every move- 
The new dress. my 
lay across the bed. 


change. 
ment was an effort. 
first maternity dress. 

Even though I'd experienced a strange 
feeling of exhilaration and pride the day 
before. when I’d bought it. I now felt a 
dread at the thought of wearing the shape- 
less thing. I had chosen delicate silk 
print, hoping that the beauty of the mate- 
rial would offset my lack of a trim figure. 
but as I looked at the garment. I realized 
with dismay that no matter how dainty the 
print was. I would never feel dressed up 
in it. I had never thought I would feel like 
this about my first maternity dress. 

Maybe it was because I had no husband 
beside me to tell me how proud he was 
that there was going to be a child. Maybe 
having a baby of your own is not enough. 
even though it’s done legally. Suddenly. 
I felt as if I were going to give birth to 
an illegitimate child, and for the first time 
since my plan was conceived. the words of 
my marriage oath returned to me. . . in 
sickness and in health . . . until death 

I was biting my lips to keep from crying 
when Joe came in. 

“Hi, Lucille.” and then after a glance 
at me. “Ye. Gods, you haven't started get- 
ting ready yet. You know it takes you 
twice as long as it does me. You better 
get on the ball. kid.” 
was too sorry for myself to realize that 
this was just the old Joe speaking. that a 
year ago I would have come back at him 
and he would have expected but now 
it only rubbed salt into my wounds. | 
didn’t bother to answer as I put on tlie 
silk monstrosity. 

\s we walked toward the car, Joe was 
still needling me. “I hate to be so late 
for my first faculty dinner.” so when we 
the driveway, I climbed into the 
driver’s seat. 
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I’m tired 
car, 


on time. 
else drive my 


“Tl get you there 
of watching someone 
anyway.” 

It seemed good to be at the wheel again, 
and I manipulated my car out of the 
heavy traffic, out to the winding rural high- 
way. I couldn’t resist stepping on the gas. 
The speedometer was at sixty-five and my 
convertible skimmed over the smooth, new 
pavement without a sound. Switching on 
the radio I thought, this is the old Diane. 
The power and confidence of the car 
seemed to transfer to my body. and as I 
glanced down at my radio and turned the 
dial in search of some .dance music, I 
heard Joe saying, “Ill find some music if 
you want it. You watch the road.” 

This time there wasn’t time to say, 
you're not going to take over my automo- 
bile.” I glanced back up at the highway 
just in time to realize I couldn’t possibly 
make the sharp curve, and on my right 
I vaguely 
member trying to say, God 
or maybe I said it just as we started roll- 
ing down the embankment. 

There was a hideous roaring in my ears 
and a nauseating odor engulfed me. And 
why did I have that awful ache in my hips 
and legs. I seemed to hurt from my waist 
down. Then I dimly 
ceiling. I couldn’t be at home 
there was dusty rose. I must 
hospital. Then I began remembering. 
membering a curve, a terrific curve, and I 
was fighting it, fighting 


“Toe, 


was a steep embankment. re- 


“Please. 


saw a cream colored 
the ceiling 

be in a 
re- 


“Joe. Joe. where are you?” 
“I’m here beside you. Lucille.” 
“Oh. I'm so glad you're all right.” I 


turned toward the voice and there he sat 
beside my bed. 


Joe moved his chair up closer to the 
bed. and as he turned slightly I saw a 
bandage on the side of his forehead. “Oh, 
Joe. you are hurt!” 

“No. it’s only a small cut.” 

I lay very still a few moments, trying 
desperately to organize my thougltts. try- 
ing to figure out how much time had 
elapsed. and as I stared blankly at the 
sheet. a horrible realization came to me. 
The sheet was tucked smoothly, snugly 
around me, too smoothly. 

“Joe . the baby I’ve lost our 
baby!” 

“Yes. Lucille.” He spoke so softly I 


could barely hear it. 

I was so weak and shocked that for a 
moment, it almost seemed as if it wouldn’t 
matter to me. But the more I thought 
about it, the stronger the disappointment 


grew. Would Joe leave me now? I 
couldn’t really ask him to stay now. He’d 
want to go on alone after this. 

A doctor and a nurse walked The 


nurse took my wrist and began counting 
my pulse, and the doctor smiled a little 


and said. “I see you’re awake now. You 
took a long, long nap.” 
“Doctor, we’ve lost our baby. We've 


lost our baby.” 
His face grew serious and he said it was 
true. the baby had been lost. 
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you: a beautiful uplift, an alluring 
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full-length front zipper makes 
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CAN YOU ATTRACT 
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Do you VISION exotic moments of 
THRILLING tove and unleashed 
PASSION? These could be real if you 
only LEARN HOW to influence the 
man you want to LOVE YO Ly? 
Put a few drops of my BLUE DESIRE 
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see what BLUE DESIRE does for you. Let BLUE DESIRE 
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Personal Problem? 
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HERE’S NEW HELP! 


special days 


An 
WHEN SHE. MAY. "BECOME “PREGNANT —and her own 
special days be = MAY NOT BECOME PREG- 
invention called 


NANT—with Doce wonderful 
ADVIS-A- GUIDE. ADVIS. A-GUIDE is a purse-size auto- 
matic indicator that clearly shows vou _ your own spe- 
N YOU MAY CONCEIVE A CHILD (these 


the Church approved and recommended 


octo 
ADVIS. A- GUIDE rinciple. 
women "rave told me their ADVIS-A-GUIDE 


ny 
has beled make their ma ‘e a very happy time. 


rried lif 
I am so sure ADVIS-A- GUIDE will do the same for vou 
i 100% 


IMMEDT- 


BACK TO YOU BY AIR-MAT 
by sending full price of $2 in cash, monev- order, or 
check when you write me. Because then ! PAY all 
postage charges.) Write me personally. 


Mrs. J. .. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 293 
THE BIRTH RESEARCH INSTITUT 
1000 Sixth Ave., NEW YORK 18, N.Y. (© *. 1) 


73 





S—— = 














———— 








AMAZING PERMA-STRATE SPECIAL! 
GET LOVELY 


NYLON HOSE 


A Guaranteed °9°° vavue: 


a a 











Se ee 


5S Per Pair With Box Top 
from es 


~~ 













a PaeHTEuen 






CREAM HAIR STRAIGHTENER 


For yourself or for you men to use as wonderful 
ifts! Richly beautiful, full-fashioned Eartha Kitt 
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“Better luck next time, maybe... 
don’t you think, doctor?” I was trying so 
hard not to cry. I suddenly wanted very 
much to show them how brave I could be. 

Then he told me the bad news. No, 
there couldn’t be any more because of my 
internal injuries. 

After the doctor and nurse left, I lay 
and sobbed quietly. I was too weak to 
turn, and the hot tears washed my cheeks 
and soaked my hair. I managed to stop 
the sobbing after a while. enough to speak. 

Joe lay a comforting hand on my arm, 
It was nice of him to be so sympathetic, 
I thought. especially after the way we'd 
been getting along. Maybe I had been 
selfish, always thinking of myself and the 
baby first. No doubt this was a disappoint- 
ment to him too. He’d probably have to 
quit school and work out some more 
money. I knew he wouldn’t go through 
with our “contract” now. 

“Joe... you won't have to stay . 
you know, our agreement . . . I know you 
don’t want to. When I’m better, I'll write 
you a check for $5.000 so you can finish 
school.” 

“Stop it, Lucille! Stop it! Can’t you 
see how much I love you?) My God, I’ve 
loved you since I first met you.” 

“But Joe, I didn’t know. When we were 
married ... you never said .. .” 

“Lucille, a man’s got to have a little 
pride. I knew you didn’t love me, or you 
wouldn’t have been able to propose such 
a plan. I'd hoped that maybe some day 
when I had a job Id tell you . . . then I 
thought your plan would give me a chance 
to make you love me. But it was a shock 
to me when you decided to buy love. Can't 
you understand that, Diane?” 

He leaned closer and I felt his warm 
breath on my cheek. He was almost speak- 
ing in a whisper now. 

“But now I know you love me, whether 
you realize it or not. I knew it as soon as 
you asked about me first when you re- 
gained consciousness. You asked about me 
first, not the baby. And later you said, 
‘We've lost our baby. Before you always 
said ‘my baby.’” 

I suddenly wanted to reach out and 
touch his hair. 

“Lucille, let’s start all over again, now 
that we understand each other. We've 
both been wrong. Let’s take a new start. 
And when I’m through school, we can 
adopt a baby ... or two.” 

“Or three, I answered softly. Then 
“Thank you, God,” to myself. 

THE END 
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How to 
Get the 
Most Out 
of Love 


(Continued from Page 11) 


bert never mentioned the expense I knew 
that it was a financial burden to him. But 
eventually Gilbert got one of those once- 
in-a-lifetime breaks and got a good posi- 
tion with a firm where he was certain to 
make good. Surely, I told myself, we can 
get married soon now. But it seems that 
Gilbert had other ideas. 

“We can’t jump up and get married just 
because I’ve got a good job now,” he ex- 
plained. “Sure, the money is good, but 
how long will it last?” 

“T'll keep my job,” I said eagerly. “The 
two salaries together would be enough.” 

He shook his head stubbornly. “I won’t 
have any wife of mine working.” 
clared. “No, Elsie, it just wouldn’t work 
out. We have to have some kind of security 
—a nest egg—before we take the plunge.” 

Naturally, I was disappointed. I didn’t 
agree with Gilbert. but I forced myself to 
accept his decision. Then. a few weeks 
later he telephoned me excitedly and an- 
nounced that he had a surprise for me. 
Maybe—maybe tonight he would change 
his mind. I thought wildly as I’d thought 
a dozen times Maybe he’d see we 
ought to be married in spite of everything. 

He was standing at the magazine rack 
in the drug store where we'd first met. and 


he de- 





before. 


when he saw me his whole face seemed to 
light up. He grinned. put his picture maga- 
zine back on the stand and slipped his 


arm through mine. 


“Got a surprise for you, baby.” he 
beamed, planting a kiss on my cheek. 


“Guess what?” 

“T haven’t the slightest idea.” I an- 
swered. My heart seemed to get warmer 
just being close to him. 

“Then kindly step this way. madam,” 
he said lightly, bowing and holding the 
door open for me. 

Parked at the curb was a shiny hardtop 
convertible. small-but spanking brand-new. 


“What do you think of it?” he asked 
proudly. 
“Tt’s—I think it’s beautiful—” Maybe 


this is part of the build-up. I told myself, 
at the same time realizing that the car had 
probably ripped a big hole in whatever 
money he had saved so far. 

“Let’s go for a spin.” he suggested. “I 
haven’t had a chance to try it out yet.” 

I didn’t have much to say as we moved 
out into the stream of traffic. then sped 
along the highway leading out of 
Gilbert sensed that something was on my 
mind and at one point he said. somewhat 
defensively. “I can use the car on the job, 
you know.” 

“Of course.” 

“T just wanted you to know that it’s 


town. 





more than a luxury. Nowadays a car is 
a necessity.” 

It’s marriage that’s a luxury, I thought, 
but aloud I said, “You don’t have to ex- 
plain.” 

As the ride progressed, I relaxed and 
some of the resentment left me. I leaned 
back and began to enjoy the gentle mo- 
tion of the car, the nearness of Gilbert. 

He put his hand on my knee. “How’re 
you doing, sweet?” 

“Great!” I stole a look at him, 
ing why he could not see how desperately 
I longed for him. 

He slipped his arm around me, drew me 
close and we rode along that way for a 
time. Once he turned his head around 
quickly and gave me a fleeting kiss. Fi- 
nally we pulled into a parking lot next to 
a rather ramshackle building that had a 
flashing neon “Mambo Inn.” The 
moment the motor stopped. Gilbert turned 
to me and pulled me into his arms. “I’m 
baby!” he whispered 


we o»nder- 


sign, 


crazy about you. 
hoarsely. 

His lips bruised against mine and my 
heart began to thud wildly. I felt his arms 
draw tighter around me and my arms 
crept up around his neck as I returned 
kiss for kiss. 

It seemed hours later when I finally 
pulled away from him. breathing rapidly 
and fighting for control. “Let’s get mar- 
ried. darling. Now—right 


begged. 


away!” I 


But his lips recaptured mine and later 
he said. “I need you—I can’t wait any 
longer. This torture of seeing you—” 

“Tt hasn’t been easy for me, darling,” I 
said softly. holding his chin in my hands. 
“After all. 

“Then 
“Tt isn’t as if we weren’t going to 


I love you. too.” 
why should we wait?” he whis- 
pered. 
be married some day.” 
sudden chill coursed through me and 
from him. “What—what do 
I faltered. 


rooms—we could be 


I drew away 
you mean?” 
‘This place has 


alone for a while 


I SHOOK MY HEAD as if trying to clear 

it of a disturbing dream. What he was 
saying. what he was suggesting had such 
an unreal quality to it. I couldn’t believe 
that it was Gilbert speaking. My mind be- 
jumble of conflicting 
thoughts. I knew it was wrong and every- 
thing in me rebelled: but at the same time 
it had be right if we both loved each 
other so deeply. 

There was a nightmarish interlude of 
indecision that came to a climax when we 


came a confused 


saw a couple slip out of the roadhouse 
and approach the parking lot. They didn’t 
see us but one glimpse of the shamed, 
worried look on the woman’s face set my 
imagination working. Gilbert tried to em- 
brace me again but I repulsed him. For a 
I thought there was going to be 
but finally he turned away 


moment. 
a struggle 
abruptly. 

“You don’t love me.” he said, 
harsh with anger and frustration. 
did—” 


his voice 
“If you 








“Now I’m My Own Boss 
in CUSTOM 


UPHOLSTERY” 


James Brown, Former Low-Paid 
Lunchroom Attendant, Earns Big 
L ~~ N Money in E 
“UTS Training solved my problem of little money, no 
future. After graduation, I got into business for my- 
self, soon averaged $85 a week. Now I need larger 
space for my growing business. Without UTS I could 

never have gotten so far.’ 

WHAT DO YOU WANT? YOUR OWN BUSINESS—A 
STEADY JOB—SUBSTANTIAL SPARETIME EARNINGS 
—A BETTER FUTURE—A PROFITABLE HOMECRAFT? 
They’re all waiting for You in the Big-Opportunity 
Field of Custom Furniture Upholstery. 

AT HOME, in spare time, you can do what James 
Brown and hundreds of UTS graduates have 
done—easily, quickly! Trained upholsterers are 
scarce, You can earn as you learn to make good 
money all year ‘round at home, in your own 
shop, or in a well-paid job. The practical N.Y. 
State-approved UTS course teaches you profes- 
sional custom furniture upholstery, furniture fin- 
ishing, repairs, slip covers, window cornice, 
cushion and drapery making. You get FREE— 
ALL tools, complete frames, materials and fabrics 
you use to make beautiful upholstered furniture 
and slip covers—yours to keep or sell; special 
lesson ‘“‘How to Start Your Own Upholstery 
Business’ and Wholesale Supply Service Privi- 
leges. 
BIG FREE BOOK GIVES FULL DETAILS 
Our FREE Book, ‘Your New Way to a Successful 
Career’ tells how you prepare at home for this fas- 
cinating big pay, big ee 
nity trade. Write Today! Train- 
“You MAKE ing in N.Y. School also available. 
Approved for Veteran Training. 
Upholstery Trades School 
Dept. CS-101- a 
721 Broadway 


Send For BIG FREE Book 


Upholstery Trades School, 
Dept. CS-101-05 
721 Broadway, N. Y. 3. 
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- a Sound Trade 
or Business 


Baking is one of America’s high 
industries in wages. Not sea- 
sonable. but year ‘round good 
= field for trained experienced men. Thor- 
ough basic spare time home study course 
lays solid foundation. If you have apti- 
tude for this type of work, send coupon 
below for FREE Booklet, ‘‘Opportunities 
in Commercial Baking.’’ 







oe ee ee 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3238 Chicago 14, Ill. 
Send free booklet ‘‘Opportunities in the Baking Industry’’ 
and full particulars. 
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TINTS AS YOU RINSE AND SHAMPOO 


JUEL 


WAY ACTION 
Brings COLOR to 
= Streaked Discolored 
Hair as you 
WASH and RINSE 


No longer need you Tint, Brush In or Touch Up 
your hair now. As you wash and shampoo, JUEL'S 
3 Way action brings new color and beauty to any 
dull gray faded or streaked head of hair. No 
soiled clothes o: stained fingers. Guaranteed 
Harmless. Saves you money, effort and time. 
Specify shade when ordering — Blonde, Silver 
Blonde, Auburn Red, Brown, Dark Brown, Black. 
Send No Money. Introductory offer Triple Size 
Jue! 3 way Tinting Soap only $1. Just send your 
name and address. Write now. On delivery pay 
only $1 plus postage and handling. Guaranteed to 
be the finest triple action tint you have ever used 
or your money back. 


JUEL COMPANY—DEPT. L-102 
1735 West 5th Street, Brooklyn 23, N. Y. 
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Comb Away 
Gray Hair 





You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
comb and brush. Apply it as you would any 
Gloss Pomade then brush and comb away gray, 
bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
It's easy, so simple, a child can do it. It’s as easy 
as one, two, three. You can’t lose. Try it. Every 
cent back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 
postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 
rub off, Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 
SS SSeS ee ee ew eee ae seas aeees sy 
s Gold Medal Hair Products, Inc. SENDNO * 
# Dept. YP-11, Brooklyn 23, N. Y. MONEY: ; 
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DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 
QUICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALC “OREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,” but | 
it IS a recognized method of with- | 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
lerful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. Gl ARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
s recognized by Medical Authority. 
RK M comes ready to use —simple instructions in- 
d not cause excessive time out from work or 
s. One happy ALCOREM user writes: 
SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
INCE FOR A FRIEND WHOIS A 
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A terrible silence seemed to build up, 
filling the car, smothering me. It seemed 
an eternity before he let me out in front 
of my house and after a curt goodbye, 
drove away. As I made my way inside, I 
debated whether I had done the right 
thing. But one thing I was sure of—I’d 
never see Gilbert again. 

But I was wrong. Two days later, he 
stopped by to pick me up and although I 
had promised myself never to have any- 
thing more to do with him, I got into his 
car, ready to defend my position if he 
brought up the business of two nights be- 
fore. His profound apology caught me off 
guard. He was genuinely sorry and 
begged me to forgive him for even think- 
ing about asking me to toss aside my 
principles. 

“T have no excuse, 
cept that I love you so much—want you so 
badly. I know,” he added quickly, “there’s 
a solution, as you’ve said so many times. 
How about it, darling?” 

“You  mean—you’re 
gasped. 

He nodded. “I'll do anything. Get rid of 
the car this minute—anything, if you'll 
only say yes.” 

Tears of happiness blurred my eyes. 
“This is a nice car, don’t you dare get rid 
of it!” I said. “Besides, I think a husband 
should teach his wife to drive.” 

So we were married the following week 
and settled down to wedded bliss—or what 
I expected to be bliss. I had never con- 
sidered myself old-fashioned or prudish in 
my attitude toward sex, yet it seemed that 
this was the one point where Gilbert and 
I were poles apart. He had adjusted beau- 
tifully to the responsibilities of a husband, 
brought me his pay check each week. was 
kind and considerate and showered me 
with affection. 

It was where the physical side of mar- 
riage was concerned that my husband and 
I had our differences. It seemed to me that 
he was too preoccupied with that phase of 
our life, too demanding on me. As time 
passed and the problem grew more dis- 
turbing, I tried to analyze my own feel- 
ings. I thought that perhaps I had devel- 
oped a mental block towards the sex rela- 
tionship because of Gilbert’s suggestion 
that night, or perhaps because we’d seen 
the couple sneaking away from their ren- 
dezvous and that I had developed a sub- 
conscious aversion. 

“Maybe you're frigid,” Sandra suggest- 
ed, suddenly breaking into my reverie. 

“Definitely not,” I told her. “I love my 
husband and I enjoy being with him—in 
every way.” 

“Why didn’t you say that in the first 
place?” she reproved. “I thought you were 
worried because you had no love life, but 
you want to know how to get the most out 
of what you have.” 

“That’s about it,” I agreed. “I want to 
know how I compare with other women— 
how Gilbert compares with other men. For 
instance, do other women reach a climax 
every time?” 


” he said soberly, “ex- 


proposing?” I 


Sandra looked very wise. “Of course, | 
can only speak for myself, darling—and 
I'm not going to do that because that 
would be telling! Offhand, I'd say you 
were just like the average woman—nor- 
mal in every respect.” 

“But that’s just the point. What is ‘nor- 
mal?’” 

Sandra couldn’t offer me much help on 
that point, but she did suggest that since 
I was so concerned about the subject I 
ought to get some expert opinion. That’s 
precisely what I did. 

I wanted to know, for instance, how nor- 
mal my sex urge was. Was it abnormal 
for me to feel strongly erotic twice a 
month? I learned that for women between 
12 and 40, this is quite normal. Modern 
women, authorities say, now expect to ob- 
tain climactic satisfaction from sexual 
lations in marriage just as men do, and 
that it is no longer indelicate for women 
to enjoy sex. 

The desire ebbs and flows in rhythm 
with the menstrual period. Erotic impulses 
increase a few days before menstruaiion, 
toward the last day or so and for a few 
days after. During the menstrual month 
there is a second period of intensity. 

A woman undergoing menopause— 
change of life—is very likely to feel not 
less erotic, but more, and it is possible for 
her to continue a moderate but satisfactory 
sex life until after 60, states one au- 
thority. 

One thing that had puzzled me was the 
“normal” frequency for sex relations. In 
the Koran, Mohammed advised one a 
week, while the Hebrew Talmud states 
once a week to once a day, depending upon 
the health of the husband. Martin Lu- 
ther’s observation was. “Twice a week 
does harm neither to her nor to me.” 

According to one survey of 15,000 mar- 
ried couples, 72 per cent of them had in- 
tercourse between one and three times a 
week. Dr. Kinsey found that for married 
couples 20 years old, the average is 2.8 
times per week; this frequency drops to 
1.5 by the age of 40 and to .6 by the age 
of 60. 

However, all researchers insist that the 
average should not be interpreted as “nor- 
mal” since age, individual capacity and 
other factors are involved. The Kinsey re- 
port, for example, points out that while 
the male reaches his sexual peak in the 
mid-teens, the female’s peak is delayed to 
the late twenties. The male’s drive declines 
steadily while that of the female seems to 
remain constant. 


HE KINSEY REPORT on the sex be- 

havior of women brought out other 
facts that have some bearing on the im- 
provement of married love life. In the 
early part of marriage, it was discovered. 
when the average male may have five 
times the sex drive of his wife, sex diffi- 
culties become magnified and_ intensify 
other conflicts between a couple. Then 
later on in life, the husband, whose pow- 
ers have been steadily declining, is faced 
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with a wife whose sex appetite has not 
been abated by time. 

As far as frigidity is concerned, one ex- 
pert points out that women can enjoy sex- 
ual relations without experiencing orgasms. 
Sex without climax is a normal state for a 
great many women, he says. Dr. Margaret 
Mead suggests that the greater part of 
woman’s sexual response has to be learned. 
A noted anthropologist who has studied 
the habits of many primitive people. Dr. 
Mead states that primitive and civilized 
societies alike prescribe rather rigid pat- 
terns of sexual behavior. 

These “standard procedures” may suit 
some women—even a majority—but may 
also leave thousands of others frustrated, 
unhappy and puzzled over their seeming 
“coldness.” 

She suggests that a wife be active in 
discovering her own secret possibilities 
and in making her findings known to her 
mate. This suggestion opens new  possi- 
bilities for those who have the wisdom to 
explore. learn and develop their hidden 
capacities for love. 

Wide differences in the 
women were found in a survey of 100.000 
couples. Between 50 and 85 per cent of 
the college women reported that they had 
never experienced However, 
only 20 per cent of the high school grad- 
while a mere 


capacities of 


orgasms. 


uates reported the same. 
handful was found among women with 
grade school education. and virtually none 
among completely uneducated women. 

Summing up the major facts I learned 
how to get the most out of your love life, 
these are the most important: 

1. Sex is a matter of mutual enjoy- 
ment. The woman who passively permits 
her husband to satisfy himself is not only 
depriving herself of emotional satisfaction 
but cheating her mate, who finds his part- 
ner’s full cooperation added stimulus. 

It is not 
vances to your husband. 
is traditionally the pursuer., 
taking the lead can add variety. 

Don’t consider preliminary love play 
a perversion. It prepares the biologically 
slower-awakening female. And Dr. Pierre 
J. Rube adds. “In love everything is per- 
mitted so long as both partners enjoy it. 
But if one imposes his will on the other, 


uncommon to make ad- 
Although the man 
occasionally 


it ceases to be healthy.” 

4, Don’t be prudish. According to Dr. 
Abraham Stone, marriage relations ex- 
pert, “Any position in marital sex is nor- 
mal. as long as it offers mutual pleasure.” 

Of course, there is much more that I 
learned in the course of my inquiry. but 
most of it can be found in any of the 
dozens of excellent books recently pub- 
lished on the subject of married love. I 
wish I could end my story on an optimistic 
note like those patent medicine testimoni- 
als and say that there was a miraculous 
overnight change and that things are per- 
fect now. But life isn’t like that and the 
best I can say is that now my mind is more 
at ease and I am looking ahead to years of 
happiness and increasing enjoyment. 


THE END 








FREE! 


WEAR AND SHOW 
Don’t Send\ a\Pe 


Earn Cash—Get Suits 
.-- in Just Spare Time . et 

Get this big Sample Case and : 
magic money-making Outfit— 
FREE! Earn up to $30.00 ina 
day in just spare hours—easy 
plus your own made-to-mea- 
sure suits without paying even 
one penny! Just show sensa- 
tional values in fine tailored 
suits and coats to friends, 
neighbors, fellow-workers. and 
take their orders. BIG CASH 
PROFITS in advance for you, 
and your own suits to wear and 
show without a cent of cost. 


Everything FREE! No Experience— 

No Tailoring Knowledge Needed 
We send you everything —absolutely FREE — to 
start you making money and getting your own fine 
made-to-measure suitsat once—a big professional- 
looking Sample ¢ se with over 100 samples, full- 
color style display, and complete equipment and 
money-making plans. Don’t wait! This opportunity 
is limited. Mail the coupon NOW! 


W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. T-664 
500 S. Throop Street - Chicago 7, Illinois 






















Be Lovely - =Use These 3 IP 


ade for LONGER hair. 
youthful BLACK HAIR 





Each article $1.25 Cash or $1.50 C. O. D. 
INDIAN CHEMISTS e P.O. Box 223 e 


Do YOU want 
MONEY, LOVE and POWER? 


Do you feel that — tunity is 


passing you by? That if some 
one showed you HOW. you 
could earn big money, be pop- 
ular and make people admire 
you? Wouldn't you like to suc- 


ceed in whatever you do? Boss 
those who now boss you? Deane 
Hammond, a college trained 
New York Public Relations ex 
ecutive, has compiled a FOR- 
MULA FOR SUCCESS that helped him to open 
wide the door to SUCCESS, LOVE and HAPPI- 
NESS Don't sit on the sidelines while others ob- 
tain life’s greatest pleasures. Just send me your 
name and address for a 10-DAY TRIAL. When 
the postman delivers the booklet, FORMULA 
FOR SUCCESS with instructions, pay only $2 
plus postage. Follow his directions carefully and 
I PERSONALLY GUARANTEE that if you are 
not COMPLETELY SATISFIED within 10 days, 
I'll send your $2 right back. You are entitled io 
try to gain for yourself the HEALTH, WEALTH 
and HAPPINESS you have always wanted. Write 


MASTER, Dept. 103-VH, LYNBROOK, N. Y. 





500 MAGIC MONEY-MAKING 
KITS FOR MEN WHO WILL 


4 as) 
ha —" , Plain or Rolling 
, é Handles MARCEL IRON — 
< . Mo Size A—Light 
Size AA-Bobby . 
>] etecraic stove $925) Size c, Mediurs$ 1.89 Sine D, Hiavy $2 
HAIR FRENCH IRON | Plain Handles $2. 
CLIPPER - Al e \ Rolling Handles 
2) g — OIL STOVE—$995 
& 
ial SEND NO MONEY! 
aad Just pay postman on delivery 
4 plus postage charges. Write V 
ul ELLIS 
a 


PROVEN INDIAN FormuLAS 


nd INDIAN CHEMIST who knows 
. JABONDI HERB JUICE hair pom- 


2. WALNUT JUICE hair blackner for 


} 3. VITAMIN F Face Cream for a LIGHT= 
ER AND SMOOTHER Complexion. 






MADE-TO- 1 
MEASURE LU 


riny: Sawer u, 


— Pe 
















c& 








I W.Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. T-664 

| S00 S. Throop St:, Chicago 7 

| Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample ] 
Case with suit fabrics and style display. Include instruc- 

| tions, mone y-making plans and details for getting my own 

| suits without paying one cent. | 

ID ctrccinintitenisiaiinis nn | 

| a I oe ee Oe Oe aa en i‘ 
a — en 












PROFESSIONALS 42 
IRONS |BRASS COMB Strricht Teeth’ Moe 


$2.49 
2 















HEAVY 
BRASS COMB 7°22 9 


$3.49 
Curved Teeth. Wood or wire handle 








Burns Kerosene 
Extra wicks... 3 for SO¢ me tt |fuscrme 568 








BOBBY $400 


For pressing short hair and ends 








RAND CO. 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue jar) by? Nea $4 49 
Dept. 1433 Chicago 47. ee) sacscmaeueneennneenenes 








eS DECORATION at Horn. 


Fascinating field for men and women. 
Excellent starting point for career. Practi- 
y basic training. Approved supervised method. 
yp tuition. Easy payments. Send for FREE 
24-page illustrated booklet, “Adventures in Interior 
ye & Decoration.’ No obligation. 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF INTERIOR DECORATION 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3233 Chicago 14, Illinois 


5100 CASH ‘a 











Detroit 31, Mich, 





YOU 


AND YOUR OWN PERSONAL 


g DRESSES BON S 
AMAZING NEW PLAN! 
Here’s a wonderfully easy way toearn 
$100.00 and MORE in CASH, in justa 
few spare hours, vs also get dresses 
and other apparel for yourself with- 

ingle penny of cost simply 
introducing famous Harford Frocks 
to friends, neighbors, and folks you 
know and taking their orders. 
FREE * Rush your name and address 
TODAY for big FREE Style 
Display showing more than 100 beau- 
tiful styles — dresses, suits, — 
wear, hosiery, lingerie, and lovely 
dresses for children too. No money 
needed—now or ever. Don’t miss 
this opportunity to EARN CASH 
and get beautiful dresses too, in 
just spare time. Write TODAY 
iving dress size, name, address, age. 
HARFORD FROCKS, INC. 
Dept. M-4117, CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 


oad 


dé 









































1] COVERS GRAY HAIR 






Wm. J. Brandt's 


LIQUID 


EAU 





ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
| YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 


e will suspect your hair — been dyed. Leaves 
| t f and lustrous —no dead color — no oe 





a uniform color if proper rly applie 
WiLL NoT ‘TURN THE HAIR R DDISH 
rub off. t stays on several months. 

ng, sea bathing, sun, permanent waving, 

r straightening iron—nothing takes it off. 
1 cover any gray no matter how stubborn or 










Wonderful for Touching Up 

put it on just where needed. 
er ayer, or where powdered hennas have been 
break the hair. DOES NOT INTER- 


FERE WITH "PERMANENT WAVING. on btn tee 
i se 


box in ang tsy, and Spanish. CAL 
ected on la 4 Solors Black, Dark rown 
t Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blond, Auburn 
ri lea 


ie ase state color desired). Price: per 
$3 cash with order or $3.45 C.O.D. (including 
Order through your department store. 
r from us. Give full local address. Money 
entirely satisfiec 
HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-11, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 


well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
for f ength or bust 
f pote » be 4 - 

r ‘ ments 
ip picture. Original is 
your enlargement, 


nlargement 




















e and receive | or en 
ss,on beauti fal double-weight 
portr ait quality Paper. Pay postman 67c — 
ith order and we pay pos 

ante age of this amazing offer. ‘end your photos today. 


Professional Art Studies, 5345S. Main, Dept. 54-P, Princeton, Iilinols 








“With God 


All Things Are Possible!’’ 


ing difficult problems? Poor Health? 


Money or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? 
Love r Family Troubles? Would you like more 
Happiness, Suceess and Good Fortune” in Life? 
have any of these Problems, or others 

dear friend, then here is wonderful 

NEWS , remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER 


ying thousands to glorious new happi- 
ness and joy! 
) this Message now and mail with your 
ress and 3c stamp to LIFE-STUDY 
FEI tenga Box 5211, Norton, Conn. We 
his wonderful NEW Message of 


PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL abso- 
REE! 


jutel 


Get “EXTRA 
RELIEF” from 


COLDS 


miseries 
666 attacks all cold symp- 
toms at one time... in 


less time! 666 does more 
because it has more. For 
“extra relief” try 666. 








My 
Mixed 
Marriage 


Failed 


(Continued from Page 25) 


But that did not end the backstage 
bickering. I was required to put in extra 
time on special rehearsals and I was con- 
stantly criticized for doing “bumps and 
grinds” in the scene in which I sang 
“Who'll Buy?” The fact is, I never did a 
“bump” or a “grind” in the burlesque 
show sense in my life. In addition. there 
were the whispered remarks, the cutting 
glances and the formation of cliques, 
which I had come to expect and to accept 
as normal in a cast of temperamental ac- 
tors and actresses. 

Nevertheless, according to the reviews 
of “Lost in the Stars.” I turned in a per- 
formance that drew favorable notices. As 
a matter of fact. when the show went on 
tour, my name was used as much as any 
other in publicizing the play. Giving an 
outstanding performance night after night 
for a year on Broadway and then for weeks 
on the road, and at the same time trying 
to cope with the intrigues going on all 
around me, finally took their toll. By the 
time the show reached San Francisco I was 
deathly ill. But no one would believe that 
I was really sick until I was rushed to 
the hospital and given a blood transfusion. 


CERTAINLY DO NOT intend to give 

the impression that I have no friends 
in the theater or that there have been no 
pleasant and memorable experiences in my 
career. After doing “Memphis Bound,” 
for instance, I appeared in “A Young 
American,” which opened at the Great 
Northern theater in Chicago. Although this 
hard-hitting play about racial discrimina- 
tion did not reach Broadway. it gave me an 
opportunity to do a straight dramatic role. 
The cast was wonderful and I formed 
many friendships. including that with 
Bill Greaves, who played the lead. 

A few years later. Bill and I played op- 
posite each other in a series of full length 
motion pictures. One of these films was 
“Miracle in Harlem.” with Stepin Fetchit, 
Juanita Hall and Savannah Churchill. It 
is still being shown around Harlem and 
after my stint on TV the manager of the 
Dunbar Theater in Norfolk, Va., wrote to 
Arthur Godfrey telling him that “Miracle” 
was showing there that very same week! 

For some time I had been considering 
getting out of show business but my 
friends kept insisting that I not give up. 
The Godfrey show proved to be a shot in 
the arm as far as my career is concerned. 
I received letters from all over the coun- 
try. even one from a sheriff down in Geor- 
gia, who noted my unusual surname and 
listed his ancestry all the way back to the 
Revolutionary War to see if we might not 
be related. 





Perhaps we are—remotely. I was born 
in the South, in Forest, Miss., to be exact. 
In some ways I have more respect for 
Southern whites than for those in the 
North. At least the southerners let you 
know where they stand and what they 
think on the subject of race. That’s one 
thing they’re not hypocritical about. But 
in the end, the joke is on them because 
the N Jegroes have learned how to “stoop 
to conquer. 

Despite all the handicaps, the Negro 
teachers succeed in briefing the youth on 
the facts of life as lived in the South, as I 
learned while a student at Forest Voca- 
tional high school. The people in the 
South continue to make progress against 
the most difficult odds. My half-sister is 
now a nurse in an all-white hospital down 
there, and there are countless other ex- 
amples that could be mentioned. 

I am basically now a glamour girl and 
I know it. I know what good qualities I 
possess and those I lack. However. if peo- 
ple insist on calling me glamorous that’s 
all right with me. I discovered as a young 
girl that race is no barrier where sex is 
concerned. and that in the South the white 
men will look at colored girls with big 
Of course, what they have in mind 
is by no means flattering. although there 
was one young white fellow who was so 
infatuated with me that he begged me to 
leave with him and go up North and get 
married. 

Not only would I have nothing to do 
with the men down there but I also did 
not bite my tongue about how I felt. I 
remember the time I dared the little white 
child I was tending to repeat the anti- 
Negro word her father was trying to teach 
her because it was “cute.” The father 
could only glare at me helplessly because 
my expression and tone of voice must have 
told him that I would carry out my threat 
to slap the girl for saying such a thing. 

It wasn’t long before friendly whites ad- 
vised my grandmother to send me North 
—anywhere away from the South. they 
said, because I was fast heading for 
trouble for being so outspoken. 

It was at the very beginning of my 
career. during my first tour, that I met and 
married a young soldier in the Air Force. 
He was very handsome and charming and 
we both had stars in our eyes when we 
slipped off to Indianapolis to get married. 
It didn’t work out. For one thing, we were 
both too young and inexperienced. My 
stage career was just beginning and he 
was still in the Army, so we had nothing 
upon which to build a stable, lasting rela- 
tionship. 

So we decided to go our separate ways 
and eventually we both remarried. Our 
daughter, Sheila, is with me and now at 
the age of six is a very lovely and talented 
child. She won a beauty contest at the 
tender age of one! 

My second marriage was to Kenneth 
Davis whom I met when we were both in 
the cast of “Finian’s Rainbow.” He was 

dancer and it seemed that whenever I 
was low in spirits or just in a_ pensive 


eyes. 
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mood, Kenny was the person to whom I 
turned and who could make me feel more 
at ease. We'd find a quiet corner back- 
stage and talk, or perhaps have a cup of 
coffee together after the show. 

There was a fatherly old Irish character 
actor in one of the major roles and he 
took a liking to Kenny and me. He would 
entertain us with charming stories of old 
Ireland. I think he realized before we did 
that Kenny and I were falling in love. The 
idea never occurred to me. I'd had one 
fling at marriage that ended unhappily and 
I was sure I was not ready to become 
emotionally involved with another man so 
soon again. 

Then one day Kenny was to go away for 
a short time and while I knew that I 
would miss him I had no inkling of what 
was to happen. Kenny said his goodbyes to 
the cast and a special one to me and left. 
Imagine my surprise that night when he 
was back at the theater, a strange look in 
his eyes. 

“Why, Kenny!” I exclaimed. “What on 
earth are you doing back here?” 

“I’m sorry. Sheila. but I just couldn’t 
leave,” he told me. “I had to come back 
because—well, I’m in love with a girl i 
the show.” 


“Really? Who is she?” I asked. trying 
to figure which one of the lovely girls 
the chorus he meant. 

“Don’t you really know, Sheila? Don’t 


you know it’s you?” 

I was speechless. We had spent a lot of 
time together, been real pals. but never 
hy any word or gesture had he indicated 
his true feelings. So I was genuinely sur- 
prised and not putting on an act when 
Kenny confessed that he was in love with 


me. But thinking back. I remembered how 
much I’d enjoyed being with him. sharing 


a milkshake out of a cardboard container 
hackstage. just talking together. and I 
realized that all along in quiet 
way he had been making love to me and 
that I enjoyed it. 

I realized that we were more alike than 
the question of race did not en- 
ter into it. The only thing that made me 
hesitate when Kenny asked me to marry 
him was the fact that I young 
divorcee with a child to support. 
that proved to be no barrier. because Ken- 
ny and “Tootsie” got along fine together. 

So we went to Philadelphia. where I had 
with Frank 
best man 


his own 


different : 


was a 
However, 


relatives. and were married 


Neal and his wife. Dorcas. as 


and matron of honor. Frank. a well-known 
artist, was then one of the dancers in 
“Fintan’s Rai 9 

inian’s Rainbow. 


For a while, we lived in my walk-up flat 

Harlem, a small place but the best we 
could do at the time. I remember the day 
when Kenny’s relatives drove down from 
New England for a surprise visit one day. 
At least. surprise to me; Kenny 
knew about it all along. So I was totally 
unprepared when his mother. sister and 
several other members of his family rang 
the bell that day. 

Later, Kenny admitted that he had not 


it was a 
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Yes, youcan choose thesuit you want—made 
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even one penny for it! Right now... mail 
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fit containing more than 100 actual samples 
—sent FREE! Then show these sensational 
tailoring values to friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers, others—and take their orders. You 
collect a BIG CASH PROFIT in advance, 
and KEEP IT—and in addition, you can 
get yourown personal suits to wearand show 
without one cent of cost! 


No Experience — No Tailoring Knowledge Needed 
Simple instructions make taking measures easy — 
and we guarantee complete satisfaction or 
we refund the customer’s money. Just spare time 
may pay up to $30.00 in a day and personal suits 
7 besides. Or as a full time business your earnings 
can be in the hundreds of dollars plus a big ward- 
robe of fine new suits. Don’t miss thisopportunity! 
Mail the coupon now! 
STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. T-964 
532 South Throop ‘ = Chicago 7, Ulinois 





STONE- FIELD CORP., Dept. T-964 
32 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ul. 
Please — ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample Case | 
with suit fabrics and style display. Include instructions, 
money-making plans and details for getting my own suits | 
without paying one cent. 
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BE YOUR OWN 


MUSIC TEACHER 


Send for Free Book Telling How Easily 
| You Can Learn Piano, Guitar, Accordion, 4 
ANY instrument This EASY A-B-C Way 


7 OW IT’S EASY to le = music at home. 
No tiresome ‘‘exercises. No teacher, 
just START RIGHT ov "T playing 
pieces. Thousands now play who 
could. Our pictured lessons make 
learn to play popular music, hymns, 
a lesson, Over 900,( 


simple 
never 


it easy as A-B-C 


thought th 


3) -, 


ey 
to 


classical and any 
00 


other music. Only a few cents 
students! (Our 56th successful year.) 
FREE BOOK. Find out why our method can teac h 
you quickly, easily, inexpensively 
Write for 36-page illustrated Free 
os Book. No obligation. 
| / Sow Mention your favorite in- 





strument. Just Mail Cou- 
pon below. U.S. H a 
OF MUSI Studio 3411, 
Port Washington, N. Y. 
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U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 


Studio 3411, Port Washington, N. Y. 


Please send me your 36-page illustrated Free Book. 


Have you 


PR s+: -nrdenecdanes Instrument ? 


POT 56.0060 000 0904-6: 0000be0 ses vase eee 60500008 


(Please Print) 
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SENSATIONAL VALUES IN 
LATEST HAIR CREATIONS 
bY eeeee HUMANIA 


Humania’s Open Part 
GLAMOUR 


Gives real natural 
appecrance, Has 
double wavy hu- 
moan hair 18” long, 
Easily attached, 
Comb front hair 
into it to make 
your own port. 
Made extra heavy 
on a 1/3 lined net 
foundation 10.95 eor... 1.95 
Mixed grey 13.95 Ex. heavy, $2.95 


No 106, 


BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusiers at price of 
one. Can be combed. 
quinoled .. . $5.95 Very low price, pr. $3.25 
Mixed curls, $6.95 Mixed grey, pair $4.25 
You have choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 
Mixed grey prices as shown. State size and color desired. 


ee es eee 
HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


Dept. B-11,303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 












BARGAIN PAGE 
BOY. 12” wide. 
Reaches ear to 








No. 
20 ’ 
ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head. Curls are cro- 











It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE- 
#0r GOOD FOOD 


Here’s the secret millions 
have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonder- 
fully different chewing-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 
You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work in 
t stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That’s why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 
for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works 
chiefly in the lower bowel...removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT... 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! 


& Feenamint 


ENJOY A PERMANENT, 
BIG PAY CAREER asa 


‘PRACTICAL 




















EARN AT HOME WHILE LEARNING 


FREE SAMPLE LESSON shows how easily you can 
become a professionally trained practical nurse 
by home study in a short time. NO HIGH 
SCHOOL NEEDED No age limit. 

FOR FREE LESSON and 
FULL INFORMATION 








Post Graduate Hospital 
Schoo! of Nursing 
17D114 Auditorium Bidg. 
Chicago 5, Illinois 
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told them anything about me except that 
he loved me very much and that we were 
very happy together. But throughout the 
entire visit, his folks gave no indication 
that they had the slightest misgivings 
about his marriage. 

Eventually, Kenny and I moved into an 
apartment in the Bronx. a sunny six-room 
place in a very nice building. We received 
a chilly reception from the other tenants, 
except for a young woman who had re- 
cently arrived from Europe and had not 
been infected with some of the attitudes 
present in this country. The two of us 
soon became quite friendly. When my 
neighbors saw that we minded our own 
business and were a self-respecting family 
they changed their attitude. And when 
they learned that I was in show business 
and saw my photograph on magazine cov- 
ers. they went out of their way to be nice. 
Long before this. however, Sheila was en- 
joying the attention of a celebrity and her 
little friends are always ringing the door- 
bell asking for her. 

We were happy in our new home and 
Sheila and Kenny grew very attached to 
each other. I remember saying once in an 
interview, “Intelligence and understand- 
ing are needed to make a marriage like 
ours succeed. It takes love. 
You must have a mind of your own and be 
able to ignore what the world is saying 
and thinking.” I still believe that, even 
though somewhere along the way Kenny 
and I lost the spark and we agreed to 
separate. 


more than 


DON’T BELIEVE that 

“break up” overnight; there is no 
single thing that brings a happy relation- 
ship to the point where it can no longer 
continue. There are many factors involved, 
but in my case I am quite sure that race 
and color—things that too many people 
put too much emphasis on—had nothing 
to do with our decision. 

Frankly speaking. a so-called “interra- 
cial marriage” is no different from any 
other kind, neither the beginning nor the 
ending. Boy meets girl and they fall in 
love and that’s it. We place too much em- 
phasis on appearance and color and as a 
result it is the so-called “mixed” mar- 
riages and divorces that get all the pub- 
licity. I think it is unfair because it 
creates a false impression. 

Of course, I have not exactly become a 
hermit since Kenny and I separated. I 
have many friends—both men and women. 
Some of the men. naturally, try to hand me 
a line just as they do with all the girls. 
But I learned long ago that men will 
promise the moon and if you believe them, 
you’re left holding the bag. It’s hard to 
tell whether a man is attracted to you or 
the glamour. and so many of them are 
just looking for an easy way out without 
giving anything in return. 


marriages 


THE END 


How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 8) 
casually said, “Honey, when we close here, 
I think we should go down to Elkton, 
Md.” Well, this was my big moment. A 
few days later we did just that—went to 

Elkton. 

It was raining that morning. We almost 
missed the train. I couldn’t wear the new 
dress I'd bought because of the weather, 
so I wore an old suit. We were married by 
a minister who was also waiting to marry 
two other couples. Buddy could not get 
my wedding band on completely. so I was 
married with my ring only partially on. 
When the minister said “Never mind the 
ring” I kind of suspected he was giving us 
the “rush act.” Actually, he was trying to 
help us get out to catch the train that we 
missed anyway. 

We had to sit in the bus station for an 
hour and a half for there wasn’t another 
train for two hours and a half. Eventually, 
we were on our way back to New York. 
Most girls, on their wedding day. shed 
tears of joy. I was shedding tears, too, but 
it was because I had a new pair of pumps 
on and they were killing my little toe. 

So you see. mine was not at all like the 
beautiful proposal and finally the big wed- 
ding with a host of friends and family like 
every girl dreams of. There was nothing 
enchanting about mine at all, but if you 
could see this comedian off stage—and 
hear him tell his daughter Robin, who 
came along in 1950, bedtime stories. if you 
could see him doing benefits for teen-agers 
to help try to curb juvenile delinquency, 
yes. if you could see him aggravate his 
ulcers over the race problem—trying to 
find out what he can do to help his people. 
then I'm sure you'll agree with me when 
I say that it’s what follows the proposal 
and marriage in the years to come that 
really counts. Am I right? 


Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 15) 

you, perk yourself up by boning up for 
one of those scholarships that, the local 
Elks are offering. Let your gray matter 
show. for a change. You'll be surprised 
at what you can do, once you put your 
mind to it, and you'll also find that it’s as 
pleasurable as it is profitable. 

Set up some goals for yourself and give 
yourself a timetable. Remember when you 
made that long auto trip with Uncle 
George? First thing he did was to get his 
filling station man to mark out a map for 
him so that he would know where he was 
going. what routes to take and what stops 
to make. 

In other words, he knew where he 
wanted to go, how to get there and had 
what it took (a car in first-class condition) 
before he set out on his journey. That’s 
just what you can do with your life. Make 
a plan, stick to it and before you know it, 
you'll be sitting pretty at your destina- 
tion. 

It’s a sure cure for those low-down 








blues. 
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On The Records 
(Continued from Page 12) 


Prado’s augmented aggregation pro- 
duced music which amounts to some very 
good listening and the work is being 
hailed by experts today as the finest 
session of Latin jazz ever recorded. 

He has always fared well with his re- 
cordings for Victor since he began wax- 
ing for the diskery in 1951. Presently 
on the label’s international list, his records 
rate as the biggest sellers. 

Prado is_ personally 
whatever popularity mambo now enjoys. 
Known professionally as “El Rey Del 
Mambo” (or “King of the Mambo’), he 
fathered and promoted the music form 
while working as an obscure pianist 
and arranger in Havana. Cuba. It first 
caught the public fancy in Mexico during 
1948 when Prado played for dances there. 
He brought his music to the U.S. in 1951 
and introduced it to American audiences 
in a New York debut. It was an imme- 
diate hit and has since spread across the 


responsible for 


nation. 
Mambo, as originated by Prado, was his 
announced attempt to blend the outstand- 


ing features of Latin tempos with Amer- 
ican rhythms and jazz harmonies. As the 


it has completely sup- 
in Latin 
made the 


music stands today. 
planted the once popular rumba 
favor. Prado says Latins have 
switch because 
and swingier than rhumba.” 
Mambo is played with a 
beat on variable 


“mambo is more musical 


four-to-the- 


measure timing. As 


dance music, it suggests primitive and 
uninhibited movements which now have 
become the basis of an exciting body- 


wiggling routine called mambo after the 
rhythms. 

RECORD OF THE 
Vake Her Mine/1 
ballad offerings by Nat (King) Cole 
in his usual fine voice. Backed ap- 
propriately by the strings and woodwinds 
of Nelson Riddle’s big band. Nat has an 
extremely appealing release here and it 


MONTH: 


Envy, two. strong 


Capitol’ Ss 


teeee eke ke ek x 


A 
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could easily end up as a million-sales rec- 
ord for him like so many of his other 
discs have. Both sides surely are due for 
heavy play on disc jockey shows and juke 
boxes. Of the coupling. Mine is perhaps 
the prettiest and best suited for Nat. It 
demonstrate 


allows him ample room to 


his easy manner to excellent advantage. 
GOOD: Norgran’s Talk of the Town, 


Parts I & II. 
with an all-star 
which includes trumpeter Dizzy 
saxist Stan Getz. pianist Oscar 
Peterson. guitarist Herb Ellis. bassist Ray 
Brown and drummer Max Roach. The 
sessions total up to some real great jazz 


both boppish arrangements 
combination 
Gillespie, 


of an oldie 


tenor 


and prove that it is not always an unwise 
policy to assemble for recording purposes 
musicians who are individual stars. Dizzy 
and Getz are highlighted solos on the 
two-part pressing but each instrumentalist 
gets reasonable opportunity to show off 
his wares. 

RECOMMENDED: Decca’s Fat 
From Birmingham/The Soon’a Baby, ex- 
hibiting the rollicking style of Louis Jor- 
dan and his Tymphany Five on a deuce 
that makes for rhythmical _ stuff. 
Paced by a driving tempo and typical Jor- 


Sam 


solid 


grooved ideally 
(“Fat Sam 


as he is tall’) is 


dan vocals, the sides are 
for the juke box trade. Sam 
from “Bam, as 
the swingingest of the 
should get the 
on jukes. 
ACCEPTABLE: Decca’s Blues in 
Lament/Takin’ My Time, a coupling of 
newies played rather expertly and soul- 
fully by trombone star Benny Green with 


wide 
twosome and 
greatest number of spins 


small band support. In the cast: tenor 
saxist Frank Wess. pianist Clifton Small, 
Tommy Potter and 
James Johnson and Candido 
conga). Framing Green. the 
down a type of background music which 
permits the trombonist to play up to his 
best form. The music 
is of the cool variety and likely 


bassist drummers 
( bongo- 


sidemen lay 


he makes in this 
instance 
will appeal greatly to fans of pipe-and- 
slipper jazz. 
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RECORDS 


With Each Order of 4 or More 


{ RECORD (our choice) 
{ PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 


O WORK WITH ME ANNIE—Midnighters..... 
O JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—Muddy Waters.. . 
O SH-BOOM—The Chords .... : F 

PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny "Ace. enn a 


HONEY LOVE—Drifters . 








CO-OPERATION—Prince Patrid ° 
OH WHAT A DREAM—RKuth Brown.. 
| GOT EYES ON YO Clovers.. 
DON’T Y K 


OW—Ray Charles 
H 


Howlin Wolf. 


YOU ARE MY LOVE—Luther Bond 

DEAR ONE—Scarlets .......... cease a 
| SEE WHAT YOU DONE- Iouis Jordan 

IT’S TOO LATE—Roy Milton. # 
OVER A CUP OF COFFEE—Castelles. 

BLUE SKIES—FEarl Bostic........... — 
I'M SEARCHING—Spicers. . — 
LET’S TALK IT OVER—John Lee Hooker... . 
FEEL SO BAD—Chuck Willis...... 

IF | LOVED YOU—Koy Hamilton..... 


WHERE DID YOU STAY—Fats Domino 
| WAS WRONG—Flamingoes....... 
SEXY WAYS—Midnighters.. ‘ae 
YOU'RE MINE—Danny Overbea. . 
BLUE HOURS—Hlot Shots...... 

CONF ESSIN’—Shirley & Lee.. 
YOU'LL NEVER WALK ALONE 


—Roy Hl oe ° 


GOODNITE SWEETHEART GOODNIT 


LOVEY DOVEY—Clovers ........ . 
SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL—Joe Turner 
THE STORY OF MY LIFE—Guitar Slim.. 
VLL DIE HAPPY—Louis Jordan... . 
OH BABY—Little Walter..... ° 
WATCHDOG—Lula Reed .. ‘ 
VE GOT A FEELING—Big Maybelle.. 
THE WOMAN I LOVE—B. B. King.. 
MY FRIENDS—Strangers ......... : 
CRY SOME MORE—Five Royales........ 
JIMMIE LEE—Lloyd Price.......... 0 
SUCH A NIGHT—Drifters.... 
MY MEMORIES OF YOU — Ilar)-Ton 
YOU DONE ME WRONG-—Fats Domino 
DAD GUM YOUR HIDE—Louis Jordan.. 
HONEY HUSH—Joe Turner.... ; 
| DIDN’T WANT TO DO IT—Spiders 
PRAYIN’ TO THE LORD—RB. B. King 
I'M YOUR HOOCHIE COOCHIE MAN 
Muddy Waters 
THE THINGS 1! USED TO DO—Guitar Slim 
OKE-SHE-MOKE-SHE-POP—Joe Turner 
YOU'RE SO FINE—Little Walter.... 
SOMETHING’S WRONG—Fats Domin 
MONEY HONEY—Clyde Mclhatter 
BLIND LOVE—RB. B. King......... . 
YOU'RE STILL MY BABY—Chuck Willis 
SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Jolinny Ace 
| WANT TO THANK YOU—Five Royales 
MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters...... . 
MEMORIES—Earl Bostic ........ 
THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace.......-. 
BLUES WITH A FEELING t 
PLEASE DON’T LEAVE ME—Fats Domino. 
PLEASE LOVE ME—RB. B. King.......... 


A é 





CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace............ ° 


SPIRITUALS 
R YEAR—Nighting 
WONDER—Alex Br: adford . 
Mahalia Jackson : 

D TIME RELIGION—Bro. Joe May 
TED ME—Prof. A. Bradford 
PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Birds. 
TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—l’rof. A 
LORD LORD LORD—Prof. Alex Bradford. 
MARCHING TO ZiION—Davis Sisters..... 

IF IT WASN’T FOR THE LORD 





—Angelic Gospel Singers . 


OH LORD HOW LONG—Ward Singers 


THE BALL GAME-—Sis. Jessie Mae Renfro... . 


LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet 
LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 


—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet... .89 
WONDER WILL I EVER REST 
—Mahalia Jackson .89 
WHEN 1! LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.. .89 
SURELY SURELY AMEN —Spirit of Memphis .89 
STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters............ .89 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters. -89 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers..... oes 088 
ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward..... Ss 
' THANK THE LORD—Nightingales........ .89 
LEAK IN THE BUILDING—Bells of Joy. .89 
MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones........... a 
| WAS PRAYING—Five Blind Boys........ .89 
IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson... .89 
COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers. .89 
WILL HE WELCOME ME THERE? 
—Nightingales .89 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys......... -89 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy.. .89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys... .89 


OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys........... si 
SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers..... . 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers.... . 


WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 





OME—Five Rovyales . 


EVERYTHING | DO IS WRONG—RB. B ee J 


Walter... 


sradford . 
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KEEP YOUR HAIR 


Softer Longer... 
Glossier Longer... 
In Place Longer. 


AOVAL CROWN 


SLU IMITATION 


“<9 DIAMOND RINGS 
ond Ay. each or $2. 9s 


both for 
Solitaire and Wedding 





minnie 
ring set w 
monds in 
Plate or Sterling Silver. 
MONEY. Pay —— os delivery 
plus Federal Tax pos 
—— “7 Money-Back Guarantee. 
k Ring Co., Dept. 1909 
2349 Milwaukee Av., Chicago 47, Ll, 





YOUR WAY 
AHEAD! 
learn Arc and Gas Welding In Spare Time 


are greater when you learn to use this great too) 


y. Training in welding opens the door to many key 
w you can train at home with UEI’s practical course. 


jues, metallurgy, blueprints, shop practices, other im- 


Write For FREE Facts! You can follow home-study 
training with actual shop practice. High school 
diploma not necessary. Write NOW! 


— UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 


2523 Sheffield Ave., Dept. WCH-4, Chicago 14, Ill. 





BIG DEMAND... 


Full or Part Time 
Employment Opportunities * 
Help fill the great need for Trained 
Practical Nurses and be well paid for it. 
arn in spare time by Wayne Training Plan. 
octors welcome it. High school not necessary. 


SEND COUPON FOR FREE INFORMATION 
A ges 18 to 55 accepted. Easy Payments. 


jurses Outfit included. ACT NOW and 
get sample of lesson FREE. 





o~asanee 
) DESK EX-42 
WAYNE SCHOOL OF 
PRACTICAL NURSING 
5 Sheffield Ave., CHICAGO 14, IL 
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Hollywood To Harlem 

(Continued from Page 13) 
And speaking of Copas, those ever-work- 
ing, ever-popular Delta Rhythm Boys are 
booked for a 755 return engagement into 
New York’s veddy and veddy ex- 
clusive Copacabana. It they stole 
the show from the star during a recent 
stint. The audience their 
until this classy group “came on” to 
"em on.” They were asked to tone down 
their act and they could come on full 
speed next season when THEY will be the 
stars. 


swank 
seems 


hands 
“turn 


sat on 
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Baltimoreans getting a taste of the Big 
Town’s cool and crazy sounds with Jay 
Jay Johnson, James Moody. Terry Gibbs 
and Eddie Bonnemere all booked for 
steady engagements at the local Comedy 
Club ... Bull Moose Jackson and _ his 
frantic sounds out Cleveland 
Joya Sherrill, former Duke Ellington vocal- 
ist, left quite an impression on the natives 
down Miami way during a recent stint at 
the Black Magic Lounge . . . After eight 
successful months at the Hurricane in 
Pittsburgh, organ playing Ruby Young 
decides to make a move. 


000 


WHY <x. 


Hear tell Joe Louis’ protege, Do- 
lores Parker, has big eyes for a movie 
career. . . . And Archie Moore, the 
light-heavyweight champion, wants a 
bop band he likes to slap the 
bass fiddle around. . .. TV deal 
coming through for Charlie Fuqua’s 
Ink Spots They’re rumored in line 
for their own television show come 
fall with a major fountain pen com- 
pany as sponsor. ... And we'll be 
viewing the Louis Jordan combo via 
television screen. He’s made several 
film shorts while on the West coast. 


00°90 


Billy Daniels planning to open shop in 
London. The big deal scheduled to include 
a house, a recording company and his own 
night club . Muriel Smith, a favorite 
with Londoners, due to return home for a 
starring role in a Broadway production. 
Lil Armstrong, ex-wife of Louis, is abroad 
for concert engagements in Paris and Lon- 
don. Which reminds us of one more bright 
saying from the “Satchmo,” who refuses to 
be converted to bop. He says. “These 
youngsters out here blowing all 
weird sounds don’t know it. but they won’t 
have no chops within six months”. . 
Londoners quite disappointed in Sugar 
Ray’s hoofing . . . nothing. But we'll bet 
this is something. A new 300-pound blues 
singer billing herself as “Sugar May.” 


00°90 


those 


Count Basie racked up tremendous busi- 
ness for Frank Holzfeind’s Blue Note in 
Chicago’s Loop. Frank now says the Basie 
band, along with Duke Ellington and 
George Shearing, is in his First Ten list of 
top attractions ... The For- 
tunia has replaced Yvonne Menard in the 


glamorous 


starring role in the Paris Folies-Bergere 
Show, Real Madness... . 


00°90 


Television fans who saw the You Are 
There CBS show on the life of King Joe 
Oliver found everything wrong with it. 
First, they complained, bop pianist Billy 
Taylor, while an amiable, clean-cut intelli- 
gent young man, was_-a little “too light” 
in weight to portray Jelly Roll Morton and 
the famed jazzman’s eccentricities on the 
piano. Some thought that players like J. C. 
Johnson, the composer and former partner 
of Fats Waller, would have been better. 
The part given Jane White as one of the 
Negro madames in Storyville could have 
been built up. Louis Armstrong, playing 
the part of King Joe Oliver, could have 
worn a patch over his eye as did his famous 
mentor and former employer. He could 
have played Oliver’s immortal Dippermouth 
Blues which would have been far more 
suitable for the program. And instead of 
the separate drum solo given to ag? Cole 
in the role of Louis Mitchell, the Negro 
drummer who introduced jazz to Paris, the 
Armstrong combo could have played*en- 
semble any of the old tunes, instead of a 
lot of disjointed jive. 


000 


Viola Jefferson, the dynamic little 
Chicago singer who went to Europe 
at the behest of her pal, June Rich- 
mond, is slowly recovering from the 
illness she incurred in France which 
almost cost her-her life. Viola, who 
lives in Chicago, is spending her idle 
time getting new tunes together for 
her projected comeback in early 
1955... Billy Eckstine’s new con- 
tracts will give him during the next 
three years at least five months in 
Europe . . . Kid Gavilan, the boxer, 
is losing money like water trying to 
sell his new act to night club patrons 
- . - Sugar Ray Robinson, after a 
couple of turns around the circuits, 
has found that he is spending more 
than he is bringing in. 

000 


Cast for the new Broadway musical 
Fanny resembles UN meeting. Some enter- 
prising backstage statistician has figured 
out there are altogether 14 nationalities in 
the company. Lone Negro member, making 
his Broadway debut, is triple-threat per- 
former Charles Blackwell. Charles, a for- 
mer Oberlin College high jumper, who has 
toured Europe, Israel, Africa and the U.S. 
with Pearl Primus as a featured dancer. 
will have an opportunity to display his 
exceptional ability as a dancer, drummer. 
in the Joshua Logan vehicle. 
starring Ezio Pinza, is being 
touted as another South Pacific . . . 
Things looking good for dancer Archie 
Savage, who has been signed for three 
more roles in Burt Lancaster films. His 
Majesty O’Keefe started the whole affair 
; Comic Stepin Fetchit planning to 
make a comback via a nite club act... 
Eddie Rector, one of the last of the active 
performers from Noble Sissle’s Shuffle 
Along, also on the comeback trail. 


and 
The show, 


singer 











